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SALT II WILL INCREASE DEFENSE COSTS
AND UP NUKE PRODUCTION. For example, to
pass SALT II the administration plans to build the
complex, gigantic and very expensive MX Nuke
Missile system. That’s mobile missiles in trenches
always on the move or ready to go over an area of
hundreds of square miles. And MX is just starters!

THE NEUTRON BOMB DOES NOT WORK. As
a deterrent to a Soviet thrust at Western Europe, the
number of neutron weapons needed to stop Soviet
armor would make Europe a desert. And the Soviets
are equipping many of their tanks with radiation pro
tected interiors.

Before everyone forgets here are some facts about
nuclear war and SALT II.
OVERKILL is when you can kill more than 35
percent of your enemy in a first strike. The US and
USSR both have overkill up the kazoo. In fact if the
US were to lose all of its home 1 ed nuclear capa
bility it still could, using what’s i le air and under
water (SAC and Polaris subs) at a
mes destroy the
Russians. Of course, they could a: J do it unto us.
SALT II. of course, will not change this at all.
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ON THE BRIGHT SIDE. If Skylab hasn’t fallen
when you read th is ...T H £ CLINTON STRE ET
Q U ARTE RLY ANNOUNCES.. .THE SKYLAB IS
FALLING, THE SKYLAB IS FALLING LOTTERY
.. .Just be the first to name the date and place where
Skylab falls, and YOU will win a trip to the actual
Skylab crater site (along with the U.S. Government’s
own Skylab team of scientists, a doctor, and a PR per
son) or a full tank of gas, whichever costs more.

The Last Laugh

If the US courts are walking off with the Bill of
Rights, in West Germany the government has taken
any vestage of freedom left visible. Using the terrorist
issue as an excuse, the German government keeps
people from working because of vague political asso
ciations. It even stamps folks’ passports with negative
comments and warnings to other governments.
In West Germany every day for a half-hour on TV
wanted posters are flashed on the screen. People all
over Germany call in to inform on the hapless folks
whose faces appear on the screen. A nation of finks. Is
Germany showing'the path we soon may follow?

404 SW 10th Portland 224-9028

THE SUPREME COURT IS OUT TO LIMIT
YOUR RIGHTS. Recent decisions by the Nixon court
point to a rapid erosion of basic freedoms for the press
and the individual. Now the authorities can demand
not only reporters’ notes, but their state of mind aS
well. Newspapers and other print and nonprint media
offices can be searched by the Law in fishing expedi
tions for unspecified things. This is a direct abridge
ment of the Constitution. Court rulings allowing prior
censorship of the Progressive magazine and limiting
access to all nuclear information, together with the
parts of the Atomic Energy Act, will keep people from
knowing of protesting government policy. A curtain of
secrecy is falling over all our lives.

Nixon’s revenge
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THE US POLICY OF LIMITED NUCLEAR WAR
WON'T WORK. The Soviet Union has already an
nounced that they will make no distinction between
strategic use of Nukes and all-out war.
If SALT II WON'T CUT DEFENSE COSTS OR
MAKE US SAFER. WHAT IS IT FOR? SALT II will
set a sort of equality of destruction at a cost so high as
to give the US and USSR a near monopoly on nuclear
war in the foreseeable future. Salt II will also relieve
the pressure from the people of both nations for an
end to the arms race.
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HARD
The Black Hills of South Dakota
are sacred to the Sioux people. In 1868
the U.S. gave the hills to the Sioux.
But the land has gold and whites
moved in in 1874. Protecting the white
miners was the Seventh Cavalry, which
was destroyed along with General
Custer, in 1876. In among the white
reprisals that followed, the land was
taken away by Congress.
Now the Black Hills have been
found to have valuable mineral poten
tial. Uranium and other fuels lie
beneat the land. The Sioux stand once
more to see their special spot made
into a white mans mine. This time, the
leavings of mining will leave millions
of tons of proven cancer causing
tailings behind. The water table in
western South Dakota will be per
manently depleted.

"O ne does not
sell the e a rth
upon which the
people w a lk "

NEW S

The major villain in all of this is the
Tennessee Valley Authority (TVA);
which along with other public and
private interests plan to tap into
underground water supplies to carry
ore to processing plants. The result
may make South Dakota into some
thing of a radioactive moonscape. The
TVA is seen by Indian activists like
Russel Means as a governmental foot
in the door for 26 mining companies
who stand to profit if the region is
opened for mining.
Indian and environmental group
opposition is growing but like the Four
Corners Coal Power Plant in the
Southwest which uses ground water to
ship coal slurry, the oil cruch is a
popular and effective excuse to
plunder yet another hunk of Indian
land in the once open west.

—Tashunka
W itko (Crazy
Horse)
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The Texas Jaycees have named
mutilation murderer Ben Lach one of
the “Outstanding Young Men ' of
America for 1979” .
Lach was convicted of murder after
removing the head of a university
cleaning woman with a scalpel. The
woman died and Lach is doing time.
The Jaycees say that next year they
will take a closer look at their
nomination procedure.

PORTLAND
SATURDAY
MARKET
SUNDAY JAZZ
AT SATURDAY MARKET

ITALIAN SPECIALTIES
MEATS & CHEESES

October
October
October
October

7
14
21
28

Jim Pepper Quartet
Thara Memory Quintet
Eddie Wied and the Sky Trio
Basil Clark’s Jazz Reunion

IMPORTED CANDIES
1 p.m. On First Avenue under the Burnside Bridge

PASTRIES
FRESH COFFEE

Co-sponsored by Music Performance Trust Funds
of the Recording Industries
Quality handcrafts • International food
Local produce • Free entertainment
Every Saturday and Sunday till Christmas
Under the Burnside Bridge in Old Town
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“ We have come a long way in a
very few years fo r having loved
the salmon to death. ”

KILLING THEM SOFTLY
By Bill Bakke
Few of us look at it or even spend
much time by it or upon it. The
Columbia River flows by silently, a
grey flood of water, a massive stream
in winter or a blue, sky-reflecting
mirror in summer. Yet this river has
been the home of salmon and trout for
thousands of years and the center, the
beating heart, of Indian culture in the
Northwest. The Indian and the salmon
were linked in time, but we have
inherited this ancient river and the
land it flows from only recently. We
reach back to the mythologies of
Europe to understand our culture
without realizing another cultural
heritage exists here. We are largely
detached from this land because we
have not been limited by it or had to
cope with it; we overcame it. We came
and. like the Indian animal god,
coyote, we are the changers. We have
transformed this land and the river to
meet our needs, and in so doing we
have overlooked and in many ways
have destroyed the cultural, birth
defining mythologies that make the
Columbia River the source of spiritual
and physical nourishment.
As we have reshaped this land we
have come to realize that its bountiful
resources are not infinite. Bonneville
Dam was originally designed without
fishways. An engineer for the Army
Corps of Engineers said, at the time
Bonneville was built, that the Corps
could not babysit the salmon. In 1978
an ex-director of Washington State
Department of Fisheries, now repre
senting the Public Utility District
dams on the mid-Columbia, said in a
public hearing, that, “we can’t love
the salmon to death.”
Perhaps we have not loved them
enough. In the late 1800s the non
Indian commercial fishery harvested
30 million pounds of salmon annually
from the Columbia River. Today,
these same salmon stocks which sup
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ported this early commercial fishery,
the spring and summer chinook, are
being reviewed for possible inclusion
on the List of Threatened and En
dangered Species. We have come a
long way in a very few years for having
loved the salmon to death.
As we lose the salmon runs, we
change the life styles and economies of
the people living in the Columbia
River Basin. As the salmon resource
fails, the competition between the user
groups becomes bitter and angry as
they fight over the few remaining fish.
And while they fight each other, the
development interests in the Basin
have a free hand.
Grand Coulee Dam blocked 1,000
miles of spawning and rearing habitat.
These were some of the largest chinook
in the river, and the commercial sal
mon fishery greatly benefited from
their presence. But there has never
been any compensation for that loss.

even though 30 years have passed since
its construction. Twenty years have
elapsed since the salmon run was
killed off at Brownlee Dam on the
Snake River.
The young salmon migrating to the
sea in the spring encounter as many as
eight dams on their way downriver. It
has been determined that a 15 percent
loss occurs at each project, yet these
losses remain uncompensated. The
Columbia River is operated for power
production by Bonneville Power Ad
ministration (BPA) and, in the spring,
when the juvenile salmon are descend
ing the river toward the sea, the flows
may not exist to move the salmon
through the reservoirs, and during low
flows many are consumed in hungry
turbines. Even though the Army Corps
of Engineers is transporting salmon
and steelhead around the dams by
truck and barge, the fishery agencies
want the river to do the transporting,

an d . that requires adequate flows at
the right time to move the salmon
seaward. In 1974 there wasn’t enough
water, and the juvenile salmon moving
down out of the Snake River system
sustained a 95 percent mortality at the
dams. It has also been found that
delay in their seaward migration can
cause them not to adapt to salt water;
the delay is a function of low flows and
dead water in the reservoirs.
Only 50 percent of the Columbia
River Basin, which was once available
for salmon production, is now acces
sible to them, and what remains is
largely degraded so that the salmon
habitat is producing less than its
potential. Our rivers are like our farm
lands, for they are a fertile, food
producing resource. It is accepted
that we protect farm lands with land
use planning, but we continue to lose
our salmon rivers because fish produc
tion has not been considered impor
tant enough when decisions are made
to log watersheds, to build hydro
electric dams, or when we take water
from our streams to irrigate agricul
tural land. Yet, if considered, the
economic value of salmon is compar
able to other resource yields. For
example, the Forest Service found that
the timber yield value of the Clacka
mas watershed is worth $14 million,
while the fishery yield value is worth
$13 million annually. Clearly, the
fishery is worth considering, but when
fish are not a direct concern of an
agency, they are easily overlooked.
This is true in federal and state gov
ernments. It’s incredible how the work
of one agency is undone by a sister
agency.
The loss of our salmon resource is a
very complex problem caught up in
heated political struggles and biologi
cal shortcuts. The traditional spokes
men for the salmon have been the
biologists, and they have been notori
ously unsuccessful; partly because
they are too careful, they are not good

to have fundraising letters, brochures
— you gotta have at least three
brochures, then you have bumper
strips, newspaper advertising, radio
advertising, and we haven’t yet talked
about television commercials. And
remember before you start buying
T.V. spots, you gotta produce the
damn things; we’re talking about
thousands of dollars...”
“ How much does it cost these days
to run for the U.S. Senate in Oregon?”
O ur inform ant doesn't blink.
“ About a million dollars. You don’t
raise your big money for a statewide
campaign within Oregon, of course;
you get it from national sources.”
“Which ones?”
“ Lobby groups, special interest
groups, labor, industries.”
But is David Force right? Does
Packwood already have a decisive
jump on any Democratic opponent
regarding major funding sources?
Any analysis of the Senator’s fiscal
efforts must be made in the context of
his legislative record. Bob Packwood
was born 46 years ago in Portland,
attended Willamette University, and
received his law degree from New
York University in 1957. In the sixties,
Packwood served three terms in the
State Legislature representing Mult
nomah County, before his election to
the Senate in 1968 (against Wayne
Morse) and his re-election in 1974
(against Betty Roberts). Packwood’s
decade in the Senate has been essen
tially colorless but, if you think hard,
a few things about his record come to
mind: his opposition to the Longshore
strike in 1971, his early call for
Nixon’s resignation in 1974, his con
sistent identification with women’s
rights, and his second-term support
for certain labor measures: i.e. situs
picketing, cargo preference, aind the
union-backed Labor Reform Act.
As modest as this record is. Pack
wood has set out to make the most of
it. His support of situs picketing has
endeared him to building trades

workers while his endorsement of
cargo preference has continued his
friendship with the maritime asso
ciations. The national headquarters of
the building trad es union, for
example, threw an “ appreciation
dinner” for the Senator last winter in
Washington.
Packwood’s advocacy of women’s
rights has been long-standing. In 1970
he introduced legislation to legalize
abortion nationally; in 1977 he was the
only Senator to vote against the confir
mation of HEW Secretary Califano
because Califano deplores abortion.
These actions inspired Gloria Steinem
last spring to endorse the Senator for
re-election and help raise funds for his
campaign. “ Bob Packwood is a man
of integrity and compassion,” wrote
one of the founders of Ms. Magazine
in a letter to friends. “That’s why I’m
doing something I’ve rarely done
before. I’m writing you personally to
ask that you send a political contribu
tion to Senator Packwood’s re-election
campaign.” Within two months,
Steinem’s letter has netted Packwood
$200,000; before the campaign is over,
observers expect that figure to more
than double.
With Packwood receiving labor and
feminist backing, what’s a good
Democrat to do? In Jackson County,
for example, David Force notes that,
even at this early date, “ Packwood has
co-opted traditional Democratic finan
cial bases. An opponent would either
have to build a fund-raising system
based on individual givers or attack
Packwood froi>.the right on issues like
abortion and labor.” (Attacking from
the right, of course, is not something
Neil Goldschmidt is likely to do.)
Yet the situation for a Democrat is
not completely hopeless. Not every
labor union is in Packwood’s pocket.
Mike Hereford of the Retail Clerks
union points out that Packwood’s
voting record, as computed by the
national office of the AFL-CIO, is less
than 50 percent effective and that

“each of those votes was important.
Labor is a social movement,” said
Hereford, “ and Packwood's record on
social issues isn’t good.” Referring to
next June’s state convention of the
AFL-CIO, Hereford warned. “ If the
vote were held today, he wouldn’t have
enough votes to win an endorsement.”
Which means a Democrat could get
that endorsement, with the likely con
sequence of over a quarter of a million
dollars funding support from the
national headquarters of the AFLCIO.
Can Neil Goldschmidt beat Bob
Packwood in 1980? Not without a
well-financed campaign to overcome
an unfamiliar name. Not without a
statewide effort to persuade semiurban and rural voters that he can
think beyond Portland and Eugene.
Not without an eleventh-hour drive to
reverse Bob Packwood’s headstart in
gaining AFL-CIO endorsement; in
this last-minute push, incidentally.

GOOD M O R N IN G .

OREGON.

WOULD YOU L IK E

YOU OR WOULD YOU RATHER
G O LDSCHMIDT

EXPECTED

Goldschmidt would need to appeal to
many of the very labor leaders he
alienated by his opposition to the Mt.
Hood Freeway. And not without a
competitive message to liberal women,
convincing them that it would be
better for them in the long-run to vote
for a socially-liberal Democrat than a
moderate Republican who happens to
stand with them on a few issues.
“There may be some singular ad
vantages to his not running,” an old
friend of the Mayor's informed us at
press time. “ It may give him a chance
to recover some psychic energy after
two terms as Mayor. And it may give
him some time to deal with downstate
elements that associate him with Port
land. If he passes this one up, he could
lay out for a couple of years and take
on the incumbent governor in 1982.”
Can Goldschmidt beat Packwood?
Not without an uphill fight. And most
observers think that, at 39 years old,
he does not have to wage that fight.
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ME TO PLAY CHESS

CALCULATE WHAT A PACKWOOD-

RACE WOULD BE L I K E . . .O K A Y ,
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COUNTY

REG.
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HERE

S MY EOREOAST

70?
VOTERS

PACKWOOD

G O LDSCHMIDT

3 4 8 ,1 2 1

4 8?

LANE

1 5 9 ,5 9 5

4 7?

53?

CLACKAMAS

1 3 5 ,4 6 1

54?

46?

52?

WASHINGTON

1 2 9 ,8 7 5

58?

42?

MARION

1 0 6 ,9 2 1

56?

44?

JACKSON

7 0 ,9 8 7

5 3?

4 7?

DOUGLAS

4 8 ,3 6 0

55?

4 5?

L IN N

4 4 ,2 9 1

52 ?

4 8?

4 3 8 ,7 2 8

54 ?

46?

1 ,4 8 2 ,3 3 9

52?

48X

OTHERS
TOTAL
C O N C LU SIO N W ILD

CARD -

PACKWOOD BY •4X
T.

W ITH

OR MY NAME

A IN

T C L IN T

KENNEDY
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Junk Food Makes You Kill
By Michelle Hall Williams
Do you sometimes feel withdrawn?
Lacking energy because of your poor
diet and irregular sleeping habits? Do
you sometimes refuse tb shave and
instead lie in bed for hours on end?
Get moody and depressed? Do you
sometimes feel frustrated by your
financial and personal problems? Eat
Twinkies, cupcakes and Three Mile
Island Chocolate Bars?
Well, bubie, you may be mentally
ill. Able to murder with impunity.
*
*
*

Mayor George Moscone. Re-loading
his gun, Dan White proceeded
through City Hall to the office of his
form er colleague, San Francisco
Supervisor Harvey Milk. Supervisor
Milk smirked at ex-Supervisor White.
Dan White maimed and executed
Harvey Milk, then drove to a nearby
Doggie Diner and called his wife.
*
*
*

Dan White became the first person
to test California’s new special cir
cumstances death penalty law: murder
of a public official, with intent. Dan
White was all for the death penalty
last fall; this spring, his defense lawyer
Take your all-American rigidly
moral upbringing and (shove it? No.)
was not.
The defense said Dan White
couple it with the paramilitary back
cracked under pressure. He didn’t
ground of being a boy scout, cop and
fireman. Win a local election and dis- ' mean to kill anyone. He was mentally
ill. The defense played a tape of his
cover that the world or urban politics
anguished and dramatic confession.
is unfair. Suffer stress and pressure/
People wept. The defense trotted in a
Eat junk food, triggering a bio
prominent Marin County psychiatrist
chemical change in your brain. Quit
your job as a San Francisco Super who said, “ It is possible to lose your
grip on basic information if you are
visor because your wife just had a
sufficiently emotionally discombobubaby, your french fry stand is failing
lated.” Yes, discombobulated.
and you need more money. Change
your mind and want your job back.
Continue an exclusive diet of junk
*
*
*
food.
The jury agreed. Voluntary man
*
*•
*
slaughter. No intent. Diminished
On the morning of November 27,
capacity, in fact. Aggravated by an
1978, ex-San Francisco Supervisor
exclusive diet of junk food. Dan
Dan White went to see the Mayor
White’s just deserts? Eight years max.
about a job. He took a gun and a
But I know he did it. Next time you
pocket full of bullets to City Hall and visit the Bay Area, I’ll take you to the
crawled in a basement window to
Dan White Memorial. It’s his french
avoid the main entrance metal
fry stand near Fisherman’s Wharf.
detectors.
Called the “ Hot Potato." You’d better
Failing his interview, Dan White
come soon as the last time I passed by.
business was real slow.
maimed and executed San Francisco

ONE
MORE
TIME

IMAGE CONSULTANTS

KyNG
HARVEST
NATURAL
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AN ALTERNATIVE CLOTHING STORE
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1114 N.W. 21st
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Paying
the price
for a high

like they warned us in Reefer
Madness? Well, not exactly — but
veteran dopers have built up a toler
ance level that continues to require
high grade reefer. And as the dope
culture has spread far and wide across

dealers in Portland have found that
holding the product back just whets
the consumer’s appetite. Our man
Emmett, up until December ’78, was
able to get bales of high-grade Colom
bian for $350 a pound — then before

These scenes are true. Only the
names and places have been changed
to protect the guilty.
The summer of love-peace and good
vibes — the dawning of a new age. For
a young fella just out of high school,
the burgeoning scene around Lair Hill
Park was an easy ride on Trans
Love Airways to an exciting new life.
The fuel for that flight came in 95dollar, 2.2-pound bricks that seemed
to make everyone grow into cosmicpolitico new beings. What could be
neater than to supply all of your
friends with this wonderful substance
and at the same time make rent for
your $99-a-month hippie shack,
A dozen years later our friend
Emmett is in a warehouse on the out
skirts of the city awaiting the shipment
of a precious substance. Around him
are men dressed to kill — with bulges
at their waist and holsters at their side
that would do Don Corleone proud.
The lastest drought has put many of
these folks in perilous financial
straights that only a big score can
reverse. Everyone is screamin’ and
yellin’ to get their bid in to Mr. Big
who is in touch with the proceedings
by telephone.
The tensions and the octave level
gets higher and higher as Mr. Big’s
agent refuses to let the dealers see any
of the offered merchandise. The agent
threatens to cut off telephone contact
with Mr. Big unless everyone agrees to
the then unheard of price of $500 a lb.
Finally Emmett cuts the tension and
at the same time almost cuts his own
throat by breaking into the bags of
this suddenly very precious substance.
The 10 pounds Emmett will pur
chase are already spoken for.
Tomorrow his phone will be con
stantly chiming with requests for
more. There’s never enough to satisfy
the habits of a generation hooked on
weed — needing better and better
stuff to satisfy their habits. Hooked

These men are
believed to be

ARMED AND
DANGEROUS

America, the demand has far ex
ceeded the supply. It’s a seller’s
market and they’ve discovered, as
have most American businessmen,
that the consumer will pay any price
for the desired product.
Just like the oil companies dis
covered in 1973, major marijuana

Drug dealers are circulating
these composite drawings of two
young men wanted for several
recent armed robberies in Port
land’s drug community. The sus
pects burst into their victim’s
home, often when children are
present, demanding money and
contraband.

the holiday season, the big operators
held back and only sold the old, driedout summer leftovers. This garbage
went like hotcakes through the holiday
season and encouraged the top
echelon to raise bale price to an aver
age of $450 a pound. It also encour
aged the big timers to continue to

short shrift the average buying public.
The 5-10 top cats are making so much
money (a great deal of which comes
from coke sales) that they no longer
care to serve marijuana smokers with
any kind of quality product at a
reasonable price. When a number of
middlemen refused to move the lowgrade holiday smoke, they we-e sum
marily cut off. Most of these folks
believe in the magic of the weed and
try to provide the best possible
produce at the lowest possible piice.
They came into the business when it
was a family affair and high morality
governed the trade instead of high
sleaze. There is only one ball game in
town and you either play by the rules
or else. . . .
And or else has not been very
pleasant of late. It seems that a
number of people who have been
fronted large quantities of weed have
suddenly been ripped off — putting
your local tradesmen forever in the
debt of certain businessmen — while
other tradesmen seem to be setting up
private fiefdoms in certain sections of
the city that will be defended at all
costs. Usually an anonymous tip to the
gendarmes will do the trick in moving
a tradesman out of the wrong neigh
borhood.
The few remaining respectable
dealers like Emmett are facing serious
problem s. Because of the high
demand for weed, the quality con
tinues to be more and more suspect. A
lot of the seedy shit movin’ about of
late is just the Columbian Connection
trying to make weight in a year of
severe drought through most of
Colombia. If it’s not drought, then it’s
increased drug enforcement practices
by the U.S. government. The good ol'
U.S. of A. ruined the Mexican Con
nection (remember Acapulco Gold,
Oaxacan, and Michoacan) and is now
stopping some ships beyond the 2(X)
mile limit. Combined with the avari
cious nature of those at the top of the
trade and the enormous demands of
local consumers, Emmett has his work
cut out for him if he's to in any way
stay true to the vision of that first joint
those many moons ago in Lair Hill
Park.

Whatever Happened to the Mexican Connection?
The cutting off of the supply of
Mexican weed to the U.S. began with
ex-President Nixon’s worldwide “war
on drugs” in 1971. The program
called for economic assistance to
foreign governments, tightening world
drug laws and building what Nixon
called a CIA-style intelligence opera
tion in the Drug Enforcement Admin
istration, and training foreign nar
cotics police to form a frontline
defense against illicit substances
headed for America.
In 1975, the State Department, CIA
and DEA drafted the Narcotics
Control Action Plan for Mexico. The
State Department channeled funds
and equipment through its Office of
International Narcotics Control Mat
ters (INC) to the Mexican attorney
general’s office.
The equipment included over 30
helicopters, remote sensing devices,
high aerial reconnaisance, computer

terminals, and telecommunications
systems. Combined with the DEA
sponsored spraying of paraquat,
Operation Condor proved remarkably
Successful in disrupting our most sub
stantial source of marijuana.
The Mexican government’s accep
tance of the program was largely the
result of their desire to acquire more
police hardware to supress peasant
insurgency movements in the moun
tainous northwestern Mexican states
of Sinaloa, Durango and Chihauhua
(The Golden Triangle) where peasants
were trading drugs for guns.
The DEA sponsored Operation
Condor has led to a system of illegal
arrests and tortures that makes a
mockery of President Carter's Human
Rights Policy. Craig Pyles in the June
4th Village Voice reported that
“during the two years it was in
Culiacan Mexican Operation Condor
arrested over 2.000 people — all duly

labeled “narcotraficantes” (narcotics
traffickers). But according to a study
in the Culiacan correctional facility in
1977 by the Prisoners’ Committee for
the Defense of Human Rights, 90
percent of the 457 inmates interviewed
were not major narcotics traffickers
but poor peasants from the sierra and
juveniles from the towns who had been
illegally detained and forced to sign
confessions under torture in the
Ministerio Publico.
The method of obtaining these
confessions is called by both prisoners
and police “la calentada” — the
“heat-up.” Specifically, the methods
include beatings by fists, rifle and
pistol butts; smashing inward with
palms open over both ears to break the
eardrum; bondage in extended posi
tions, often to extreme dehydration in
the hot sun; forcible induction of car
bonated beverages through the nasal
passages; electric shocks administered

over a wet body, especially on the
genitals; rape of detained women;
submerging the head in buckets of
excrement; cigarette burns; prying
apart fingers — and toenails, and
various spontaneous inventions.
“Since the United States continues
to fund the Mexican program with an
estimated $12 million a year, con
tinuation of that funding should be
subject to the constraints of the
Harkin Amendment, which prohibits
the granting of military and economic
aid to countries that engage in a con
sistent pattern of gross violations of
internationally recognized hum an
rights.
Given the level of concern shown by
the government for the health of
America's pot smokers; a turn for the
better amongst our Mexican Connec■tions is as likely as Doonesbury’s Duke
being appointed head of the Drug
Enforcement Administration.
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“First gas, now roads. . . ” _____________________________________

Front St. Shutout Makes Neighbors Roar
On June 4th, people from every
southw est P ortland neighborhood
gathered to hear Mayor Neil Gold
schmidt field questions about his
Planning Bureau’s South Portland
Circulation Study. The traffic-pattern
Study was undertaken originally
several years ago to straighten out the
mess at the west end of the Ross Island
Bridge. Since that time the report has
grown to a thorough and futuristic
proposal which recommends not only
the removal of Front Avenue between
the Corbett and Lair Hill neighbor
hoods but also suggests that the
“ found” land be used for housing.
The document must ultimately be seen
as the Goldschmidt administration’s
only gesture towards amending the
widespread displacement and gentri
fication going on in Portland's innercity neighborhoods.
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By Penny Allen
“ First they take our gasoline! Now
they take our roads!!" shouted one
angry and alienated man from Mult
nomah neighborhood as he stood
outside M ultnom ah Elem entary
School. Despite the school’s top

But most southwest Portland res
idents from anywhere further out than
Corbett and Lair Hill are having no
truck with the Study, and at least a
thousand of them have signed peti
tions protesting the closure of Front
Avenue. The whole complex plan has
been reduced to a single rallying cry:
“They’re closing Front!” Indeed,
indignant participants at the June 4th
meeting seemed finally to have found
an out-let for the general frustration
wrought by our eroding gasoline
based system.

1

notch academic standing in Oregon, it
has just been closed and many local
residents see the closure as a gerry
mandered rip-off. No wonder they
aren’t too interested in the finer
details of “The Plan to Close Front
Avenue.” You can’t kick a strong
community too many times before it
learns to bite.

As a matter of fact, timing of the
event just after the school closure,
coupled with Goldschmidt’s super
ficial presentation of the issues (never
once mentioning housing) made the
whole show look like a deliberate kill.
Ernie Munch of the Planning Bureau,
who has spent at least five years pre
paring the South Portland Circulation
Study, no longer defends his plan 'well
in public. He has also never had the
time for small-scale in-depth presen
tation of his plan in the outlying

southwest communities, and of course
no idea as radical as removing a high
way to build housing could ever make
sense without grass-roots support.
Goldschmidt distracted the angry
crowd by joking about “having
already spent enough money on the
project to get everybody worried.” The
Mayor also agreed with those who
suggested that closing Front was one
sure way for him to lose an election.
Ernie Munch looked like a patsy.
Closing Front Avenue certainly
would be a hot potato and could
indeed inconvenience a great many
people. It would also be very expen
sive. The only trade-off that seems
worth all that is housing for Portland’s
displaced — sweat-equity housing to
be built and owned by those who
would live there, a project to be under
taken by a neighborhood-based com
munity development corporation. For
anything short of that, closing Front
Avenue should be forgotten.
On page forty-two of Munch’s
South Portland Circulation Study it
says,
“The new housing should encourage
an occupant mix in terms of age,
income, family size, owner and
renter, and occupation. An em
phasis should be placed on the pro
vision of low income housing to
assist those low income families and
individuals who are currently being
forced to leave Corbett/Lair Hill (or
you can add Northwest or Albina
or inner Southeast) because of
rising rents and property values.”
Such a good and honorable idea!
But many another high-flown inten
tion has somehow slipped out of sight
between the neighborhood level and
the City Council vote, especially when
low-income housing was at stake.
“ Displacement” may be a fancy word
in Mayors’ conferences, but we are
unlikely to see Goldschmidt and his
people really do anything about it.

Blacks Bumped As Rents Rise
By Joe Uris
Portland’s Black population is
facing a forced migration from Port
land. As property values rise poor
people face an increasingly difficult
time finding and keeping affordable
housing. While all lower economic
levels are effected, the housing
squeeze is particularly hard on
minority groups.
Example: The Irvington neighbor
hood. By the late ’60’s Irvington was
experiencing the fate of many other
good inner city areas throughout the
nation. Middle class white families
faced with an increase in rental
properties adjacent to black Albina
reacted in terror as black people
rented or bought into this once middle
class stronghold.
Whites sold fine homes for a frac
tion of today’s worth. Those with the
cost of a down payment benefited, but
all too few of those were poor people
and even fewer were black. Some
home owners, unable to sell for a
decent price, rented to blacks and
others under a program of federal
housing for the poor program. The
result was some crowding, but also the
creation of Portland’s first truly inte
grated neighborhood.
Now all that has changed. Irvington,
long popular with the liberal smart
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set, is now an “in” area. Federal
housing money and low cost loans
during the Model Cities program,
(created to help minorities and the
poor in the early ’70s) saved the area
from urban decay.
The money often ended up being
used to stop black movement into a
“ good” neighborhood. The white
middle class became interested. Many
wanted a “ tame” integration experi
ence for themselves and their kids.
The fine older homes and convenient
location, together with a school whose
curriculum is well larded with federal
bucks designed to help the poor, has
drawn more and more of the new
middle class to the area.
The result is a boom in the housing
market. And the result of the boom,
ironically, is the forced disappearance
of many black families from Irvington.
Blacks who are less than middle class
no longer can afford to live in this new
middle-class ghetto. The black pop
ulation of Irvington is down. The
white middle class — up. Example:
Albina. Once the only neighborhood
where black people were allowed to
settle, Albina is seeing more and more
speculators moving into the area. The
reason? The houses are old, well built,
often bigger and finer than what is
available elsewhere, and the prices are
comparatively low.

As an immediate result, the amount
of available housing for poor people
and black workers is diminishing.
And this in a city with a less than 5 per
cent vacancy rate!
Portland has never welcomed the
black community. Oregon excluded
black folks from the state as part of
the compromise which created the
state. In the 20’s the Ku Klux Klan
was active enough to control much of
the state’s politics and to terrorize
many minority and Catholic people.
The few black people who settled here
were mainly laborers, servants and
railway workers.
The Second World War brought
Oregon and Portland it’s first large
influx of black people. They came to
work in the shipyards. Many brought
their families and stayed on after the
war.
By 1948, most of Portland’s poor
arrivals and their war worker white
friends were living north of Portland
in a federal housing development
called Vanport, the state’s secondlargest city. In that same year Vanport
was allowed to flood out. The disaster
left many homeless. Those that didn’t
get the message moved into Albina
and the area of what is now the
Memorial Coliseum.
Since that time Portland’s black
population has been forced to move

repeatedly. The construction of the
coliseum created one such move, the
creation of the I-5N freeway another
forced move. The expansion of
Emmanuel Hospital destroyed 33
blocks of working class black housing
as well as a number of popular
com m ercial establishm ents along
Williams Avenue.
Similar forced black and white
migrations took place on the west side
as well. The urban renewal of the
South Auditorium area and down
town took their toll. As Lair Hill Park
and Corbett became popular with the
newly moneyed set, these neighbor
hoods were upgraded by Portland
Development Commission loans and
aid. The result? The black popula
tion of these areas has virtually dis
appeared.
While it is obviously not just black
people who have suffered these dis
placements, the black community,
because of its perilous economic situa
tion, has been hardest hit.
The city of Portland through such
agencies as the Portland Development
Commission, has been following a
policy of exclusion toward the lower
economic group. This has hit hardest
at the most visible and culturally
unique of Portland’s poor, its black
people.

Florynce Kennedy, lawyer, activist,
and political maverick, visited Port
land recently to address a feminist
conference, and to teach a two-week
course in The Politics of Oppression at
Portland State University. The follow
ing remarks were excerpted from a
tape-transcript of a conversation with
her one evening.
I’m best known as a feminist
because the first work I did nationally
that came to a lot of people’s attention
was for the feminist movement. But I
would call myself a general practi
tioner rather than a specialist.
Most people in politics specialize,
like in homosexual rights because
they’re homosexual. Naturally, I
would be more interested in racism
because I’m black, and feminism
because I’m a woman. But if a new
disease developed, I would be inter
ested in it.
Recently I’ve been traveling to
nuclear rallies and more black studies
groups. I went to Black Power confer
ences in the past, but because of
media whiteout it was rarely given
national attention.
I’m older so I’ve been into more
things. And I didn’t get involved only
because of things that happened to me
personally. I think there are several
kinds of people who get involved in
these kinds of things. One is the kind
who is uncom fortable with the
w orld—personally uncom fortable.
They get involved usually on the basis
of their personal discomfiture.
At this point, I’m not personally
discomforted. In fact, I would tend to
avoid getting involved where I’m
personally discomforted, if possible. I
fight with my landlord only when I’m
outraged by something he does. But I
do not, as a matter of course, get
involved in tenant affairs because my
landlord is giving me a problem. I
think that splinters people too much. I
prefer to move from one area to
another, depending on what seems to
be the hottest and the most appro
priate.
As a person who opposed the war in
Vietnam, I oppose nuclear prolifera
tion and the Trident missile sub
marine, which is nuclear powered, I
believe. The cost of nuclear prolifera
tion has always been one unfavorable
aspect. And then anything that causes
women to give birth to 12-toed babies
is something you couldn’t very well
overlook.
I naturally believe that there should
be consumer action against the oil
companies, on grounds of violation of
the Sherman Anti-Trust Act and other
trade regulations. This is clearly evi
dence of runaway corporate anarchy.
The tendency is to try to make it
look like the OPEC countries are
responsible. But the oil companies,
the Seven Sisters—Exxon, Mobil,

Gulf, Texaco, Royal Dutch, Shell,
and Standard of Ohio—are far more
responsible and corrupt and greedy.
They thought they could steal oil from
foreign governments, but the govern
ments are refusing to let them do that.
Chase Manhattan and other banks
lent millions of dollars to the oil
companies, and perhaps the Shah, to
hold and control oil. When the Shah
lost power, they’re sitting, waiting for
their money back. Khomeini is not
necessarily going to even recognize
the Shah’s debts. So they’re trying to
get their money back out of us.
Third Party Politics
I’m pretty interested in the Freedom
Democratic Party. I think that’s pretty
important. A lot of people are nervous
to work outside the so-called two
parties. I like a statement that Dr.
George Wald made recently when
asked if he thought we -weeded a third
party. He said, "I think we could use a
second party.”
The Freedom Democratic Party is
more a caucus within the party. It
started with the 1964 challenge to the
Mississippi delegation by the Missis
sippi Freedom Democratic Party led
by Fannie Lou Hamer, who has since
died. The idea of the people who are
working on the Freedom Democratic
Party project is to revive Fannie Lou
Hamer in terms of gathering black
votes to pressure for issues more than
to pressure for candidates, although
there may come a time when we would
conceivably back somebody like Dick
Gregory. In other words, the idea is to
garner votes, garner support, and
garner voter registration projects
within the black community and the
gay community.
Niggerization of Homosexuals
The Harvey Milk situation, I think,
is clearest evidence of the niggeriza
tion of the homosexual community. It
is clear evidence that the community is'
held in the lowest possible regard. I
mean, there is no lower regard than
anyone can be held in than to be
killed.
If a board of supervisors’ member
and a mayor are killed and you give
the person who kills them a seven
year sentence, that’s just like saying
they’ve got a hunting license. So that
requires coalition. The gay issue is no
longer an issue of sexual preference,
as 1 see it. Because niggerization is
political murder, and the killing of

Harvey Milk was a political murder.
But the main reason a coalition with
the gay community is important is
because they are the only ones that
seem to have sufficient pride to be
enraged and to make an appropriate
response to niggerization. T heir
expression of indignant rage was
something that deserves our respect.
They may not have a socialist perspec
tive. but 1 haven’t seen any socialists
break windows on appropriate occa
sions lately.
1 happen to think violence is most
appropriate and most necessary in a
country which devotes as much of its
gross national product and national
budget to violence. One part of the
budget a city almost never cuts is the
police budget. I mean violence is what
keeps the whole establishment going.
One difference between me and a
lot of people is that I don’t expect
people to do what I do. I don’t expect
people to approve of what I do. I don’t
wait until everybody decides that this
is the thing to do.
I rarely quarrel with people over
priorities. Because one thing about
coalition, as I view it, you accept
people where they are, and you
proceed from that acceptance to get
whatever you want done. 1 don’t try to
persuade anybody that I’m right nor
that they’re wrong. I'm not inclined to
tell people how they should express
themselves. But I am prepared to
show admiration for those people who
do what I think ought to be done. So
my admiration for the homosexual
would not necessarily be shared by
everybody.
In Defense of Ray
I represented Jerry Ray, James Earl
Ray’s brother, in front of the sub
committee of the House inquiring into
the assassinations of John F. Kennedy
and Martin Luther King. I was only
there one time.
They were attempting to cover up
the conspiracy in the Martin Luther
King case. They were accusing Jerry
Ray of having robbed a bank, along
with his brother James, in order to
account for the money that the FBI or
CIA or police or Ku Klux Klan or
whoever really was in on it had given
him.
It was obvious. You know, small
time criminals do not have their nose
fixed and get passports and go to'
London. That’s strictly the CIA’s
modus operandi.

They had decided to try to tie the
brothers into a bank robbery. The
bank had already indicated earlier this
year that they knew there was no
involvement by the brothers because
they had film of the robbery. But the
subcommittee was going to use that
bank robbery story as a cover-up even
though they knew that the brothers
were not guilty.
So we went down there and pointed
out that the bank had already indi
cated they weren’t guilty and that was
not the way they would be able to
cover up the money. Even though
these people all were racists, they just
didn’t happen to have killed the guy.
At least, if James Earl Ray killed
King, he did not do it alone. And Jerry
did not collaborate on a bank robbery
to get him the money for a nose job.
Even if he had been able to get his
nose fixed, he couldn’t have gotten a
passport unless he had certain help
from the government because he got it
almost instantly. The real point of it
was not to permit them to cover up the
story.
It was very confusing for a lot of
people because they couldn’t see me
representing this redneck murderer.
But I don’t expect to be popularly
supported. I just do what I think
ought to be done. And I hope that
most people don’t totally reject it.
For example, I would like to have
seen the Oglala Sioux take the money
that they were offered for their land.
In that sense, 1 would be against the
general feeling. I’d like to see them
take the money and buy guns and then
take the land. But it’s highly unlikely
that they would do that.
Pathology of the Oppressed
It’s the pathology of oppressed
people not to be angry enough to fight
their oppressors. The average kid with
parents who abuse him doesn’t usually
grow up and kill them. The average
woman whose husband beats her does
not usually kill him. It is not in the
nature of the oppressed mentality to
respond appropriately to oppression.
But I never would have predicted
that the Iranians would have blasted
forth the way they did. Of course, they
got rid of the Shah for Khomeini. But
you can’t predict when people's cups
will be full enough.
That's why it's worthwhile to push.
Because the grass is very dry and you
just keep dropping sparks, hoping it
might catch on.
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Will Seagram’s 7
Crown Downtown?
By Kevin Mulligan

Seagram is interested
in buying a sizeable
chunk of stock
in downtown Portland
10

“The basic issue we raise is a moral
one, which seems to have been over
looked in the excitement generated by
this huge proposal. It concerns the
city’s use of its powers of condemna
tion for the benefit of one developer,”
said Lyndon Bowman, President of
the Oregon Society of Industrial
Realtors.
“This appears to be a case where
city officials have met with a developer
in private, worked out plans to
condem n private property, and
agreed to resell it to them at a loss. We
know for a fact that a good many of
those property owners have never been
contacted, or nothing was ever dis
cussed with them,” Bowman said.
“ Now, I don’t know many of these
people, and we have no axe to grind,
although there are a good many eco
nomic axes being ground in connec
tion with this thing,” he added.
And those economic axes are
starting to cut into a lot of people’s
hides.
The development in question is the
now nearly famous Morrison Street
Project which is being proposed for
the belly of downtown Portland by the
Cadillac Fairview Company. De
scribed by the developer as a project
which will give Downtown “a focal
point, a global civic attraction,” the
four-block proposal will level the
entire area between SW Morrison and
Taylor, and 3rd and 5th avenues, and
replace it with an ultra-modern,
mixed-use project involving two new
department stores, a hotel, office and
parking towers, and a 250,000-squarefoot retail mall.
The benefits of this project for
Portland are mentioned in terms of
$70 to $85 million in new investment,
1,300 new jobs, approximately $1.7
million per year in hotel and property
taxes, and the establishing of a “ retail
mix” which will allow Downtown to
“ become com petitive with most
suburban shopping centers.” All
worthwhile goals.
However, in the haste to welcome a
development of this type into the
Downtown, the powers-that-be seem
to be ignoring a very vital fact. That is,
the area which has been proposed for
this development is already a healthy,
and somewhat happy, retail and resi
dential community. And for the most
part, the people who do business in
that area are not interested in being
moved out to make room for a gleam
ing steel and glass tem ple of
consumption.
It appears to be of small conse
quence to the city council, or the
Portland Development Commission,
or the Cadillac Fairview Company,
that this project, if and when it wins
approval, will wipe out several
historically important buildings, a
valuable downtown hotel, and several

thriving restaurants and businesses
which combine to provide perhaps the
greatest retail “ mix” of anyplace in
the city.
Nor does there seem to be a great
deal of concern for the fact that this
project will bring thousands of addi
tional cars into the downtown area
each day, fouling the air, clogging the
streets, violating the intent of the
Transit Mall, and laughing in the face
of the gasoline shortage.
However, perhaps the greatest
injury to be committed in this case will
be against the spirit and strength of
our entire community. At no time in
the development of this project have
local merchants, property owners,
developers or concerned citizens been
contacted to solicit and gain their
opinions and suggestions. In fact,
both the developer and the PDC have
repeatedly demonstrated an arrogant
and selfish attitude toward the people
who have been making their living in
this area for decades. For the most
part, the merchants in the area
weren’t even informed that a develop
ment project was being considered, let
alone asked what type of project they
would be interested in for their
community.
Finally, as in the case of the Wacker
electronics company, which this paper
reported on last issue, the PDC and
the city are again offering concessions
and assistance to a foreign developer
that have never been offered to local
businesses or developers.
In June of last year, representatives
of the PDC and the Portland Bureau
of Planning traveled to Washington,
D.C., to participate in the Urban
Land Institute Development Confer
ence. There, the City gave a presenta
tion to the 17-or-so developers that
were in attendance, telling them about
the needs and, one would think, the
requirements for developing this area
of Downtown. Significantly, the area
which was pinpointed for development
by the PDC was circled in red on the
map. which the developers saw, and it
included the entire four-block area. It
seems there was no looking back after
that, and the PDC has continued to
pursue its goal of destruction and
development of the entire area as a
four-block unit.
Although the Cadillac Fairview
Company wasn’t at the PDC presenta
tion, they soon heard about the possi
bilities and put a full contingent of
professional planners, architects, law
yers and civic hustlers on the trail of
Portland Prime (land, that is).
Just when, or by what criteria, the
PDC selected Cadillac for this devel
opment remains a mystery. However,
we do know that at least two other
companies were interested in working
with the PDC to develop a proposal,
but, according to a source at a leading
Portland architectural firm, the PDC
responded like the auctioneer in the

“ It’s a big rip-off, if you ask m e,”
said Sandra Runstein, owner of the
Yamhill M arket... ”
Henry’s beer commercials, with a firm
but polite answer that the “bidding
was closed.”
But was there any bidding to begin
with? Many landowners and develop
ers in Portland argue that there
wasn’t.
“ I don’t believe they approached
any of the property owners,” said
Richard Amato, a spokesman for the
Amato Brothers Enterprises, owners
of several lots in the project area. “ I
know we were never contacted con
cerning involving us in the project, or
selling or leasing the land to any devel
opers,” he said. He went on to add
that, “ If this development is right or
wrong for the city isn’t really the issue.
What concerns us, and most of the
people down there, is the way they are
both [the PDC and Cadillac] going
about this project.”
The Portland Development Com
mission has declared that Cadillac has
tried for several months to buy land in
the area but that it wasn’t “available.”
So, rather than taking this as a sign of
strength for the interest and vitality of
the area, and looking into why these
people wanted to hold onto their prop
erty and businesses, the PDC
promised the Cadillac Company that
they could obtain the land through the
powers of eminent domain and told
them to proceed on course with the
development.
However, this action, though
believed to be legal by most experts, is
beginning to draw blood with many
people.
“ I’m of the old school,” said Paul
Gold, a long-time property owner and
Downtown “fat cat” —“which says
that the city doesn’t have the right to
take property from one person and
give it to another person. I don’t think
urban renewal is right and I’ve always
fought it.”
Said another developer, “We have
reservations as to whether this project
warrants the use of condemnation to
begin with. But if it should be used,
we believe that the principle involved
should be the same in all cases, and
th at is, established, open and
competitive procedures should be
followed without regard to the size of
the project.”
Bill Kloster, owner of the Looking
Glass Bookstore and a leader of a peti

tion drive to save the area, said, “The
PDC hasn't taken the time to have any
awareness of this area. They don’t
know the people here or how many
businesses are thriving. We all admit
that this area needs development, but
not this type of blanket destruction
and development. Cadillac Fairview is
destroying sm all-tim e shops and
people in favor of chain stores and
fancy dress shops. And the PDC won’t
even consider another approach.”
The PDC explains that they feel
that to create the retail action and the
vital “mix” of business activity, the
section should be developed as a unit.
And to tackle this as a unit, you need a
developer with a “proven track rec
ord” who, presumably, has the money
and talent to pull it off. What the PDC
doesn’t explain, however, is that more
often than not, the Cadillac Fairview
Company likes to own the track as well
as the record.
The Cadillac Fairview Company of
Oregon is a wholly owned front group
for the Cadillac Fairview Ltd. Corpor
ation of Toronto, a North American
conglomerate with holdings of $1.7
billion and developments ranging
from industrial parks, shopping
centers and office towers, to the
planning and management of ‘new
communities.”
In a move described by Business
Week as an effort to “circumvent what
they consider to be restrictive laws and
an anti-growth attitude at home,”
[Canada], the northern giant moved
heavily into American development
and land holdings in the late 1960s.
Since that time, the company has
developed major retail and civic
centers in White Plains, New York,
Atlanta, Palm Beach, North Carolina,
and Houston, to name but a few. All
told, the company has developed more
than 40 shopping centers, 29 urban
developments, 60 industrial buildings,
and two planned communities. One of
these communities, Erin Mills, outside
of Ontario, Canada, is designed for a
planned population of 170,000 people.
Almost half the size of Portland!
And of the more than 40 million
square feet of property they have
developed, they own or control more
than 27 million feet. More than twothirds. Clearly this company, which
was founded on the fortune of the

We’re mad as hell,
And we’re not going
to take it anymore
A group in opposition to the Cadillac Fairview proposal has
been formed to apply pressure on the City Council to defeat this
development. SOLD (Save Our Liveable Downtown) urges
people to call City Hall and tell the Commissioners that you are
against this form of development Downtown. Call:
Mildred Schwab......................................................... . . . 248-4180
Frank Ivancie.................................................................... 248-4151
Charles Jo rd an.................................................................. 248-4682
Connie M cC ready............................................................ 248-4145
Mayor Goldschmidt.......................................................... 248-4120
The city council will be considering this development at a
meeting on July 24. The Clinton Street Quarterly urges oppo
nents of this development project to attend this meeting.

Bronfman family, owners of the
Seagrams 7 line of whiskeys, is not
interested in development alone. They
are interested in buying a sizable
chunk of stock in downtown Portland.
Exactly what the company expects
in terms of cooperation and conces
sions was outlined by Cadillac Fair
view’s project director Gordon Hors
man. He explained that the city’s
assistance would be “essential” in
acquiring the four blocks for the
project. The city will be required to
condemn the land, purchase it from
the present landowners, and then
resell it to Cadillac Fairview at a
financial loss.
The way this little number works is
that the city will “write down” the
value of the land after it purchases it
through the condemnation process,
but before they resell it to Cadillac.
The company argues that the land is
zoned for office space “ at its highest
value,” but since they are bringing a
multi-use complex they don't want to
pay the going rate for office property.
So, in return for its service of keeping
the Downtown from Incoming a
“forest of office towers,” as one PDC
spokesman said, the company wants
the city to subsidize their purchase
while they make off like bandits with
two or three million right off the top.
In addition, the city will be involved
in financing and managing one or two
parking garages in the giant retail
complex. We will also have to pay for
the moving of the utility lines and
pipes along the Mall (just after we
finished two years of upheaval and
construction along the Mall), and the
city will have to “grant the right of
way” for the air and ground space
where the retail tunnels and walkways
will be located.
The original plan for this develop
ment calls for a series of “ retail walk
ways" below the ground, and “ sky
bridges” above the street, connecting
the complex with nearby retail stores
and parking lots. This could mean as
many as three levels of shops above
5th Avenue and Morrison Street,
creating a tunnel effect in Downtown
and preventing the sun from ever
again shining on that corner. To top it
off. the city may be “ involved in the
financing of those skybridges."
according to one PDC official.
In return for these considerations,
what do we get? Well, if you listen to
some business interests and the
mayor’s office, Portland gets financial
“leverage” to the tune of $70 to $85
million, to do a project which we
“couldn’t otherwise handle.” We also
get the increased tax base, several
hundred new jobs, and somewhere in
the neighborhood of 2,000 man years
of employment during the project’s
construction phase.
However, if you listen to other
people, we get “screwed, insulted, and
ripped off.”
“ It’s a big rip-off, if you ask me,”
.said Sandra Runstein, owner and
operator of the Yamhill Market at 5th
Avenue, a friendly place to stop for
fresh fruit along the Mall. “This store
front is prime Downtown land. They
say about 60,000 people a day go by
here. So the city comes along and
condemns it. I know for a fact that
people have been trying to buy prop
erty on this mall since before it was
built, but nobody wanted to sell. Now
the city comes along and gives it
away.”
Richard Amato also expressed
outrage over the “ deal” the city is
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getting. “ What really bugs me is the
way Cadillac goes about doing its
business with the city,” he said. “ Not
only are they asking for a break on the
price of land, but they are only
offering the city $50,000 option money
for the property while they hold it off
the market for 18 months. And to top
it off, if the project .doesn’t go
through, they want their money back.
That's an insult.
“ If Cadillac wants to come in here
and disrupt business, tenant life, and
our environment to determine whether
they want to get into our pockets or
not, let them put up half a million
dollars. If they buy the property, the
half million is credited towards the
purchase, but if they don’t buy, they
forfeit to the city. But this deal they
are getting is too much.”
Yes. this deal is too much. Not only
is Cadillac coming into Portland at
rock-bottom prices, and with a devel
opment whose size and scope will
completely dwarf the Pioneer Court
house and surrounding businesses in
the community, but they are also
operating, with the tacit approval of
the PDC. as chief judge and execu
tioner of the businesses in the area. In
deciding which businesses are “ appro
priate” to the development’s achieving
its retail makeup, the Cadillac people
swing a very sharp axe.
“We were never informed that the
project was coming." said Bill Durk
heim. owner and manager of Mr. D’s
restaurant, a popular lunch and
breakfast place. “The first I heard
about it. and I think this goes for most
of the merchants in the area, was from
the PDC in a hand-delivered letter,
which 1 received about 15 minutes
before I read about it in the Journal.”
This was confirmed by Bill Kloster
at the Looking Glass, who said, “The
only thing we heard was that a public
hearing was happening to discuss the
proposal. We didn't even know the
area was being considered for develop
ment. let alone that a company had
already been selected and a plan was
ready.” Like most of the merchants in
the area, these two have received no
word from Cadillac Fairview asking
them if they would be interested in
moving into the development.
One business that Cadillac Fairview
did talk with was the Yamhill Market.
Said owner Sandy Runstein: “Oh
yeah, the Cadillac people were
around. They told me that they didn’t
know if the project would have a
market; they said they would have to
see if it fit into their retail scheme and
requirements, though they didn’t say
what those were." (Under the guide
lines of the Dow ntown Plan as adopted
several years ago, there shall be “a
farmer's market-type of facility in
Downtown, either in the existing area
along Yamhill, or in the ground floor
of a new structure.” )
Runstein went on to add that,
“They told me that it doesn't matter
that my business is already here and

established. I have no exclusive right
to move into the new development.
Cadillac said that even if they do have
a market, they might select someone
else to operate it besides me.”
The Cadillac Fairview Company
seems determined to pick and choose
the people they want in their develop
ment and move the pieces around
until they arrive at the proper “mix,”
regardless of the history of this unique
shopping community and the many
merchants who have stuck by the
Downtown through some lean years.
This writer learned that the Cadillac
Company is interested in locating a
“ smoke shop-magazine store” in the
complex, but instead of talking and
working with a merchant in the area
who already offers this type of
business, the 5th Avenue Smoke
Shop, the company contacted Rich’s

Cigar Store to see if they would be
interested in relocating.
"We did have a feeler from Cadil
lac," the owner of Rich’s told me. “ It
came through a mutual friend, but it
wasn’t really a direct offer; anyway, I
don't know if we would be interested
in moving."
When I contacted the busy manager
of the 5th Avenue shop, he said that,
"we haven’t heard a word. Just the let
ter [from the PDC|, that’s it.” When I
questioned if he would be interested in
moving into the new development, he
shot me a quick and puzzled look as
he viewed the 15-or-so customers in
his store and asked, “ Why move?”
From the fruit and vegetable mar
kets to the availability of specialty

foods, shoe repairs, loans, dentists,
beauty shops, neckties, books and
magazines, and the best drinking deal
in town at the Harvester bar (Dollar
Doubles all day!), this area provides a
real “ mix” of activities. A natural
mix.
Bill Klosterman: “There are articles
of merchandise available in these four
blocks, little pleasures of life, not to
mention nice people who have built
their lives here, and if this goes
through, those things won’t ever be
available again in Portland.” When
asked if he would be interested in
relocating in the complex. Klosterman
replied, “ No, we won't move there. It
isn’t for our kind of customer. They
want the fancy shops and the national
chain stores; they want predictabi
lity.” And that was the reaction of
most of the merchants I talked with.

Sadly, many of the merchants in the
area will not be locating anywhere if
this project goes through. “ No, I
doubt that I’ll start over someplace
else,” said one merchant in the
Yamhill area. “ I’ve been here for
almost thirty years and I’m too old to
begin over. I guess I’ll just retire,
though I don't really want to.”
Opposition and concern about this
development has come from several
fronts and organizations who fear for
the historical, residential and commu
nity aspects of Downtown. At a meet
ing held in April, many representa
tives of the Burnside Council, the
Downtown Community Association,
the Historical Landmarks Commis
sion, and interested architects,
planners and other citizens, expressed

their complaints and, in some cases,
outrage over the proposal.
"The Downtown Community Asso
ciation does not feel that it can sup
port this development,” said Martin
Gix, a representative for the group.
“We feel that it would destroy the
character and identity of a very special
part of Downtown. We feel that the
special character of the retail on 5th
and Yamhill has a kind of very special
landmark quality in itself.”
Mari Burke, also of the DCA,
voiced similar concern when she said,
“There are goals and guidelines that it
doesn’t fulfill. It is obvious that this
project is not rehabilitation and con
servation. It’s land clearance and
renewal.”
H istorical Commission concern
focused around three buildings: the
Goodenough Building and the Gilbert
Building, which are potential histor
ical landmarks, and the effect the
project would have on the Pioneer
Courthouse, which is already a recog
nized National Landmark. Concern
for the Courthouse focused primarily
on the fact that it would become “lost
and minimized” by such a large devel
opment right across the street.
The G ilbert and Goodenough
buildings are scheduled for demolition
if the plan goes through. The Gilbert
houses the Taylor Hotel, a 40-unit,
low-income hotel for pensioners and
old-timers who mostly work doing odd
jobs and handy work in the stores and
restaurants of the area. The demoli
tion suggestion raised several com
plaints from the Portland Tenants
Union and the Burnside Community
Council, who argue that the Down
town Plan was designed to protect
housing, particularly low-income
housing, in the area.
“The city made a commitment to
the principle of one-for-one replace
ment housing in the area,” said Tina
Frost of the Burnside Council. “Since
these guidelines were passed, just
about one-third of the housing units in
one area have been lost through demo
lition, conversion or closure. There
has been zero replacement of low-cost,
single-room occupancy housing in the
downtown area.”
While the PDC admits that they
might seek to “amend” the Downtown
Plan to bring this proposal within the
law, they argue that it wasn’t the
intent of the Downtown Plan to pre
vent new development. “ We’re only
talking about a few blocks out of a
large area. I don’t think it violates the
plan.” said Oliver Norville, PDC
attorney.
But critics say what this project
actually does is break up the patterns
of the city, and focuses all of the atten
tion of itself. Said architecture student
David Bales: “The project developers
aren’t really concerned with the fact
that this development is for Portland,
as opposed to one for Toronto,
Quebec, or any point in the world.”
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This sentiment was echoed by
George Sheldon, former president of
the Portland Planning Commission,
who said. “What is bad about this
proposal is that it’s going to read like a
monolith; the skyways will make it
read like a unit. That’s atypical of
Portland, where most of the blocks
have more than one existing building.
The incorporation of the existing
tenants would help alleviate some of
the problems.”
As for the increased night life in the
area, Tina Frost from the Burnside
Council made a very interesting point,
and one which is rearing its ugly head
with more and more regularity in city
shopping centers and malls.
“ People have said that this project
would assist in making there be a
nightlife in Downtown,” she said.
“ However, if you make night life in an
area which has no housing, you simply
make the area extremely dangerous
for people to be in at night. The
downtown area is fast becoming
notorious for rape, which seems to be
taking place in those parking garages,
and they are not taking place where I
work, which is north of Burnside,
where people live and are on the
street.”
Despite all of this discussion and
genuine concern for not only the
design of the project, but the toll it will
have on people's lives and interaction,
the PDC viewed the problem as merely
cosmetic in nature.
(
They returned the original project
to the architects, Bob Frasca of
Zimmer Gunsul Frasca, the same
people who developed the PGE “space
station” along SW 1st Avenue, and
suggested another “approach.” And
another approach is what they got
back.
Instead of looking at some of the
substantive issues of design, and going
into the community to look at alterna
tives, they came back to the PDC with
a “cut-and-paste” job that presents
the same design with a few minor and,
in some cases hideous, changes, which
are hoped to placate the historical
buildings question and to have the
project look “ more outward instead of
inward" (have some storefronts open
ing onto the sidewalks).
The revised plan calls for taking
down the facade on the Goodenough
Building and rebuilding it, brick by
brick, into one of the other walls of the
retail building. The building would
tower above and around this patch
work veneer, giving it the look of a
young boy in old man’s clothing.
As for the Gilbert Building and the
Taylor Hotel, they would be moved, in
total, across the street from their
present location to a site along “porno
alley” on 3rd Avenue.
However, this is not what most of
the people at the PDC hearing were
after. Those were not the changes they
had talked of. So, for perhaps the first
time in the history of Portland devel
opment fights, a group of people is
getting together to “not only try to
bring political pressure on the situa
tion, but to look at alternative ideas
and see if a plan cannot be developed
which would not only provide the area
with the needed development, but
would include the merchants and the
people down there in the design and
development,” said Kay Reid, head of
the Irvington Neighborhood Associa
tion and spokesperson for the group.
“ It isn’t just an issue of merchants
who are defending their own inter
ests,” said Reid. “Everyone who uses
the downtown area will be changed by
this development. It affects the entire
city because of its potential impact on
housing, air quality and historic
preservation.”
Many merchants in the area, along
with some architects and planners,
feel that there are several possibilities
for development of the area into a

stronger retail center without the
search-and-destroy program being
advanced. “They could start with the
lots that are being used for parking,”
said Bill Kloster of the Looking Glass,
“or they could look at something that
wasn't so large, so imposing, a two- or
three-story development.”
Said one planner for a major Port
land architectural firm, “When you
are talking about something this big,
you have to leave room for mistakes;
you have to leave yourself a way out.
This project doesn’t do that, and if it
doesn’t work it is something we will
have to live with for a long time. That
area should be built in sections, pieces
that blend but can stand together on
their own.”
This writer is suggesting that there
are many possibilities for development
in this area which will not only “make
it a competitive retailer,” but can
maintain and enhance the charm and
quality of the area.
The large parking lots which sit on
the better part of half of two of the
blocks are ripe for development.
E ither into m edium -sized office
buildings or retail stores, perhaps even
mixed use. And whatever does go on
those blocks, it is vital that there be
retail shops and food outlets along the
ground floor.
Let’s be daring in the area, but let’s
not live among the giants. Mixed use
for this area could just as easily mean
the blending of art galleries, work
shops, service offices such as doctors
and lawyers, below-ground parking
perhaps, a plaza or fountain, several
restaurants, book stores, an expanded
fish and vegetable market.
But not, cried the voices, not
another mall.
The efforts of Ms. Reid’s groups
will be to show the city council that
there is sizable opposition to the plan
as it now stands, and to try to force the
council into considering some other
methods of achieving the “ retail
strength” of Downtown while preserv
ing the community. At last count, the
city council seemed prepared to give
the project the go-ahead in late July or
August, though there appears to be
some signs of weakening within the
ranks.
One downtown restaurateur I spoke
with told me that he had met with
Commissioner Charles Jordan, and
Jordan said that he “didn’t think the
development was appropriate, but I
know I am a minority of one.”
However, in recent weeks Commis
sioner Connie McCready was quoted
as saying that, “ We have to be abso
lutely sure that with our awesome
powers of acquisition [and condemna
tion] we don’t move through the city
with a sieve.” McCready was also
quoted as saying that she wondered if
“there are other avenues we can
pursue.”
If some of the merchants in the
area, working with Kay Reid’s organi
zation, have their way, there may be
some alternatives to pursue.
“We are trying to say, hey, wait a
minute. Retail strength isn’t the only
thing that makes a Downtown viable,”
said Reid. “What we need for this
area is a mixture of shops and galleries
and workshops and markets, places
where people can meet, and go Down
town for reasons other than
shopping.”
In what may make for an alliance of
some of the strangest bedfellows in
Portland politics, a group of property
owners, lawyers, tenants, folks from
the Taylor Hotel, representatives from
several neighborhood groups, the
Downtown Community Association,
the Burnside Council, artists, plan
ners, some city developers, musicians,
barkeepers, and other interested
people are going to try to stop this
development.
“We feel that these businesses have
shown their faith in Downtown
through the years, and they've stuck

by Downtown. It wouldn’t be fair to
sweep them aside to make room for
the types of people who have fled to
suburban centers.” said Martin Gix of
the Downtown Community Associa
tion, “ and we don’t think it would be
appropriate for the city to have a place
in displacing them."
“ I don’t know what action we will
be taking,” said Reid, “ but a lot of
people with some good plans are inter
ested in the problem. There may be
some lawsuits, and there may be peti
tion drives to stop the development at
city hall. Or. if things work out,
maybe the landowners and the
merchants can work with the develop
ers in Portland who are interested,
and convince the PDC and the city
that there is another way.”
However, if this project does come
to pass, and the efforts of this commit
tee and all of the other interested
parties go for naught, there will be one
small consolation that will warm the
hearts of many. For with the same
construction ball that levels Dave’s
Deli and the markets and the book
stores and all of the other pleasures of
this area, the Armed Forces Induction
Center, the scene of many demonstra
tions and much heartache during the
Vietnam War, will also crumble into
history.
The public condemnation/private
development modus operandi which
the Cadillac Fairview Company has
pursued in Portland in recent months
is strikingly similar to the approach
which the company used in the devel
opment of the Pacific Center complex
in Vancouver, B.C., several years ago.
Pacific Center, a $120 million
multi-use office and shopping center,
was the focus of a bitter, four-year
battle between the merchants and
landowners in the proposed develop
ment area, and the City of Vancouver.
The question at that time concerned
the legal right of the city to purchase
and condemn private commercial
property for the purpose of selling it to
a private developer. In effect, turning
one business out into the streets to
allow another business in.
The battle went to the Provincial
Supreme Court of B.C., which ruled
in favor of the merchants and land
owners and returned the proposal to
the city, telling them that the condem
nation route was indeed illegal. Not to
be stopped, however, the city went to
the British Columbia Legislature and
received a special legislative act which
allowed for the condemnation action.
This act, which had to pass a vote of
the people, became law in 1968.
Ultimately, only seven of the 18
merchants who were doing business in
the development area decided to relo
cate in the new steel and glass center.
They argued that the Pacific Center
was too expensive for them to rent
space in, and that the stark, dominat
ing building with its underground
shops and walkways was not
conducive to their type of business.
The major complaint, however, was
similar to the complaints being made
by merchants in Portland. The fact
that Cadillac Fairview refuses to
consult or involve the local merchants
in the planning or discussion of the
development.
Although the Pacific Center has
been considered a financial success, it
bas come under severe criticism for its
architectural style and ultra-modern
veneer. In fact, Cadillac Fairview is
already considering a major facelifting
which would make the structure,
which is barely 10 years old, more of a
“people place with softer colors and
more lig h t,” according to Ray
Spaxman, a planner for the City of
Vancouver.
Today, the building permit which
marked the beginning of construction
for the Pacific Center hangs on the
wall of Cadillac Fairview’s office as a
symbol of victory between the public
good and the corporate purse.
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“ GREATrlMERICAA
IC PAGE
PATR
By Joe Uris

Circa 1920—The governm ent’s
deportation machinery, is working at
full speed but quietly. Many reds are
being exiled, but with little adver
tising. Dispatch of another “ Soviet
ark” is opposed by Secretary of Labor
Wilson, due to the notoriety it gives
the reds, enabling them to pose as
martyrs and resulting in agitation
against deportation.
Radicals are now being “exported”
in small batches on regular passenger
steamers.
Ellis Island
is reported
crowded with red arrivals from all
parts of the country.

Deat
A pilot ditched his four-engine
plane carrying 800 gallons of insecti
cide into Big Eagle Lake in the Allagash Wilderness Waterway in north
ern Maine after the cockpit caught
At about the same time, the pilot of
a smaller aircraft carrying the chemi
cal orthene had engine problems and,
to lighten his load, released all 250
gallons of that insecticide on an unin
habited area in western Maine.

WHEN THE LAW AND THE COURTS BACK UP
THE TRAINED POLICEMAN IN USING H IS GUN.
WHENEVER AND IF HE DEEMS IT NECESSARY,
WITHOUT FEAR OF BEING CENSURED.
HARASSED, OR INDICTED - S T R E E T CRIME

\ CAN BE REDUCEP 5 0 % IN THIRTY PAYS.^

Nearer My God
President Carter has decided to
move into full-scale development of a
huge new mobile missile designed to
foil any Soviet surprise attack on the
U.S. land-based striking force in the
1980s and beyond, administration
officials said.
The plan calls for mounting 200
new MX missiles, each with 10 power
ful nuclear warheads, on some form of
rail system that would shuttle them
among 8.000 to 9,000 “ hardened”
launch shelters so the Russians would
be unable to knock them out in a first
strike. The system will cost an esti
mated $30 billion to $32 billion and
will involve wide areas of U.S. govern
ment-owned land in four states.

PririK Up

A texas-born American of Mexican
descent has filed suit against the
director of the Oregon district of the
Immigration and Naturalization Ser
vice, claiming his civil rights were
violated when he was arrested in
January and transported to Mexico.
Jorge Luis Rodriguez claims he was
living in Astoria with five other men in
January and that five days after he
found work as a tree planter, agents
knocked on
men’s apartment
door, forced their way in without a
warrant and interrogated him.
He was arrested, detained five days
in an Astoria jail without being
allowed to use a telephone, and on
Jan. 27, placed on a bus with 15
Mexican nationals and taken to Mexi
cali, Mexico.

A study of last year’s prime tele
vision time shows that sex ws down
compared with the previous season
but drinking was
Researchers
found that alcohol was consumed 2.5
times per hour and intimate sexual
references were made about once
hourly.

Poor don’t
Sneed qas

Operating on the assumption that if
you give the U.S. government a target
to shoot for. it's bound to miss, an
organization called the Skylab Self
Defense Society (see men in helmets)
has been formed to promote T-shirt
“ targets.” The society hopes to protect
people from falling Skylab debris.
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Sen. S. I. Hayakawa (R-Calif.) said
the way to cut gasoline consumption is
to let the price rise—because it will get
poor people off the roads.
“The important thing is that a lot of
poor don't need
because
they’re not working,” Hayakawa told
reporters after the California congres
sional delegation met with President
Carter at the White House.
“Wealthy people are driving around
in their private jets and Cadillacs and
they’re going to do that whether they
have to pay 95 cents for gas or $3 for
Hayakawa said he favors eliminat
ing price controls on gasoline.______

Jealous Husband Shoots
Beauty Pageant Director
— Naked Lover Flees
NASHVILLE, Tenn.—The direc
tor of the Little Miss Tennessee
pageant was shot four times in the
back and killed and her male house
guest was seriously wounded re
cently when the couple was found
together nude by her husband, po
lice said.
The shooting occurred when
Ramsey Kilgore said he awakened
to the aroma of marijuana and
searched the house. He found his
wife and her associate in a basement
den, police said.
Metro Homicide Lt. Sherman
Nickens said Patricia Kilgore, 34,
was shot four times, and Gene
Riordan, 22, of Oak Ridge, the

sound director for the pageant, was
hit twice by .38-caliber slugs.
Riordan fled the house wearing
only a sock, ran to a residence across
the street, and reported the incident.
He was taken to General Hospital,
where he was listed in serious condi
tion with wounds in the neck and
abdomen.
Kilgore, 36, a self-employed air
conditioning repairman, suffered an
epileptic seizure after the shooting
and received emergency treatment
at the hospital. He was then taken
to M etro Police headquarters,
where officers he made a state
ment.

Police said Kilgore will be charged
with murder and assault with intent
to commit murder.
“ I shot them both and there’s my
wife lying right there,” police quoted
Kilgore as saying when officers ar
rived at the house.
“ Mr. Kilgore told us he walked
through the house, and when he got
to the top of the basement stairs, he
saw his wife and the other man
lying together on a table,” Detective
Frank Pierce said.
“ He said he does not recall taking
a gun with him, but that the instant
he saw them there together, some
thing snapped and he began wres
tling with Riordan.”

226 N.W. Davis, P o r t l a n d 2234447
174 E. Broadway Eugene
3423366
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THE STORY
Journalist I.F. Stone sheds sur
prising light on the mystery which
still surrounds the trial o f Greek
philosopher Socrates. Here— in a
self-interview— Stone sets forth his
discovery and takes us on an arm
chair tour o f the complex politics o f
fifth-century A thens.

Isn't it a little late in the day to he
re-examining the trial o f Socrates? I
’ thought that was 25 centuries ago?
It was held, to be exact, in 399 B.C.
And now, in A.D. 1979, you think
you have discovered something news
worthy — excuse the expression —
about a trial that the wire services
covered 2,373 years ago?
This obsession with the trial of
Socrates is not mine alone. Scholars
and historians have been puzzled by it
for centuries, and still are.
What's the puzzle?
The Athens of Socrates's time has
gone down in history as the very place
where democracy and freedom of
speech were born. Yet that city put
Socrates, its most famous philosopher,
to death. Presumably this was because
its citizens did not like what he was
teaching. Yet he had been teaching
there all his life, unmolested. Why did
rthey wait until he was 70, and had only
a few years to live, before executing
him?
Why should this fascinate an old
Washington muckraker like you?
Because it's a black eye for all I
believe in, for democracy and free
speech. Anyone who starts out to
study the problem of free speech in
depth — as 1 did after ill health forced
me to give up my Weekly — is ir
resistibly drawn back to ancient
Athens, where it all began.
Isn’t that pretty far from home
base, from current concerns and
difficulties ?
Not really. All our basic problems
are there in miniature. I fell in love
with the Athenians and the participa
tory democracy they developed. Free
discussion was the rule everywhere —
in the Assembly, the law courts, the
theater, and the gymnasiums where
they spent much of their leisure. Free
speech — what the Greeks called
parrhasia — was as much taken for
granted as breathing.
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But then I was stopped, or stumped,
by this contradictory and traumatic
spectacle of what they did to Socrates.
These people and this city, to which I
look back for inspiration — how could
they have condemned this philosopher
to death? How could so blatant a
violation of free speech occur in a city
that prided itself on freedom of
inquiry and expression?
But why should we care at this late
date?
Because Plato turned the trial of his
master. Socrates, into a trial of Athens
and of democracy. He used it to
demonstrate that the common people
were too ignorant, benighted and
fickle to entrust with political power.
In Plato’s “Apology,” the contrast
drawn between the nobility of Socrates
and the grim verdict of his
juror-judges indicted democracy in the
eyes of posterity. And thanks to his
genius, no other trial except that of
Jesus has so captured the imagination
of Western man.
Plato made Socrates the secular
martyred saint of the struggle against
democracy. He stigmatized it as
“ mobocracy.” Yet this was the very
same “ mob” which applauded the
anti-war plays of Aristophanes when
Athens was fighting for its life against
Sparta. (No such antiwar plays were
allowed, by either side, during our last
two World Wars.) This was the same
“ mob” whose eagerness for new ideas,
and its readiness to hear them, drew
philosophers from all over the ancient
world. It made Athens — in the proud
words of Pericles — “the school of
Hellas,” the university of the Greek
world. It is the high repute of Athens
that makes the trial of Socrates so
puzzling.
And now you think you can throw a
little fresh light upon it?
I’ve been happily bogged down in
ancient Athens for several years,
trying to explore all of Greek thought
and civilization, in order to reach a
better understanding of the trial. In

my researches amid the ancient
documents, I recently stumbled on a
crucial bit of evidence, hitherto over
looked, which makes the trial and its
outcome a little less inexplicable.
I hope your life-insurance policies
are fully paid up. The classical
scholars will he lying in wait for you,
with knives sharpened. No trial in
history has been more minutely
studied, pored over and speculated
upon. A nd you, an interloper and —
most horrid o f academic epithets — a
“journalist, ” believe you have found
something they all overlooked! Have
you seen any unidentified flying
objects lately?
Sneer if you will, but I’ve been
encouraged by a remark of Jakob
Burckhardt, the great Swiss historian
of the Renaissance and of Greek
culture. To emphasize the importance
of restudying the classics in every
generation, Burckhardt once said
that, in a hundred years, someone
would reread Thucydides and find
something in his history “we had all
overlooked.”
How can a newspaperman find
something new to report about a trial
that took place so long ago?
You re-examine all the source
material for yourself. You go back to
the texts in the original language, so
that you can evaluate every nuance.
You search out internal contradic
tions and curious evasions. It’s not so
different from digging the real truth
out of a Pentagon or State Depart
ment document.
Could you fill me in on the sources
for the trial — and do it, please in less
than three volumes?
I can do it in one sentence: The
sources are scanty and one-sided. The
only contemporary accounts are by
two disciples of Socrates, Plato and
Xenophon, both anxious to put their
beloved master in as good a light as
possible. But they do not give us a
transcript of the actual trial. They give

us their own conception of what
Socrates said, or perhaps their own
conception of what he should have
said in his own defense. Plato’s
exquisite, polished version, like his
Socratic dialogues, can more reason
ably be read as fictionalized bio
graphy. In Xenophon, we are told that
Socrates’s “ inner voice” forbade him
to prepare a defense. There is even one
ancient tradition that tells us he was
silent before his judges.
What o f the prosecution's side?
We have no record of it. We know it
only by indirection from the two
“Apologies,” one by Plato, the other
by Xenophon — the word "apology”
in Greek means defense — and from
the “ Memorabilia,” or memoir, of
Socrates by Xenophon. It’s like trying
to cover a trial when one is barred
from the courtroom except to hear the
defendant’s summation to the jury.
Do we know the actual charges
against Socrates?
There were two charges: first, that
Socrates violated the law by “refusing
to do reverence to the gods recog
nized by the city, and introducing
other new divinities,” and second by
“corrupting the youth.” But we do not
have the text of the laws on which
these charges were based, nor the
specific allegations.
So we do not know just what
Socrates is supposed to have said or
done that made him seem disrespectful
of the city gods. Nor do we know what
was meant by the charge of corrupting
the youth. Under Athenian legal
procedure such specifics were required
in a preliminary complaint and
hearing before a magistrate, who thendecided whether the allegations and
the evidence were sufficient to warrant
aerial. But we have no account of this
preliminary procedure, the equivalent
of our grand jury.
Didn 't Plato's dialogue the “Euthyphro" cover the preliminary examina
tion ?

‘‘It was a time of terror that executed or
banished one-tenth of the population in Athens”
That’s a common impression, but
it’s wrong. The “ Euthyphro" pictures
Socrates arriving for the preliminary
hearing. But he gets no farther than
the portico of the examining magis
trate. There he engages in a long and
inconclusive conversation with Euthy
phro, the defendant in another case.
The subject they discuss is the proper
definition of piety or holiness. It’s
charming, but tells us nothing of what
happened when Socrates went in for
his own arraignment.
Why do you think Plato chose to be
so uninformative?
A lawyer might surmise that he
blocked out as much as he could of the
specific charges because they were too
damaging and too hard to disprove.
Do you see the same defensive
strategy in Plato’s “Apology"?
I do. Socrates evades the charge
that he did not respect the city’s gods,
and proves instead that he is not an
atheist. But he was not charged with
atheism. We never learn what was
meant by corrupting the young. The
reader of Plato’s “Apology” comes
away with the impression that this
wonderful old philosopher was con
demned simply because he had spent
his life exhorting his fellow citizens to
be virtuous.
How do you account for his con
demnation?
I believe the case against Socrates
was political and that the charge of
corrupting the youth was based on a
belief — and considerable evidence —
that he was undermining their faith in
Athenian democracy.
I f so, why wasn't the charge brought
earlier? He had been teaching for a
long time. A quarter century before
the trial, Socrates had already been
attacked in Aristophanes's play “The
Clouds" for running a “think tank”
whose smart-alecky graduates beat
their fathers. I f they thought him the
source o f such subversive teaching,
why did the Athenians wait until 399
B.C., when he was already an old
man, before putting him on trial?
Because in 411 B.C. and again in
404 B.C., antidemocrats had staged
bloody revolutions and established
short-lived dictatorships. The Athen
ians were afraid this might happen
again.
*

*

*

I haven t found that in Plato.
Plato didn’t intend that you should.
Those are the realities his “Apology”
was calculated to hide. Plato was a
genius, a dazzling prestidigitator, with
all the gifts of a poet, a dramatist and
a philosopher. His “ Apology” is a
masterpiece of world literature, a
model of courtroom pleading, and the
greatest single piece of Greek prose
that has come down to us. It rises to a
climax which never fails to touch one
deeply, no matter how often it is
reread. I read the “ Apology” in the
original for the first time last year,
slowly and painfully, line by line.
When I came to the noble farewell of
Socrates to his judges, it gave me chest
pains, it was so moving. I gladly offer
up my angina in tribute to its mastery.
“ I go to die,” Socrates says, “and you
to live, but which of us goes to the
better lot is known to none but God.”
Even Shakespeare never surpassed
that! But these very qualities also
make Plato’s “Apology” a master
piece of evasion.

Is there any way to check Plato's
picture o f the trial against the views of
the average Athenian?
We do have one piece of evidence
which shows that even 50 years after
the event, when there had been ample
time for reflection and remorse, the
Athenians still regarded the trial as
political, and the verdict as justified.
Where did you fin d that?
In a speech by the famous orator
Aeschines, the great rival of Demos
thenes, in the year 345 B.C., just 54
years after the trial of Socrates. This
bit is well known to scholars but its
significance has never been fully
appreciated. With the clue Aeschines
provides, we may begin to recon
struct the Athenian political realities.
Aeschines cited the case of Socrates as
a praiseworthy precedent. “ Men of
Athens," he said to the jury court,
“you executed Socrates, the sophist,
because he was clearly responsible for
the education of Critias, one of the
Thirty anti-democratic leaders.”
Who was Critias?
He was the bloodiest dictator
Athens had ever known, a pupil of
Socrates at one time, and a cousin of
Plato’s. Aeschines was saying in effect
that the antidemocratic teachings of
Socrates helped to make a dictator of
Critias, who terrorized Athens in 404
B.C. during the regime of the Thirty
Tyrants and just five years before the
trial of Socrates. Critias seems to have
been the most powerful member of the
Thirty.
But why do you give so much weight
to one sentence in one m an’s speech to
an Athenian jury court 50 years after
the trial?
Aeschines could not have swayed
the jury by that reference unless he
was saying something about the

relations between Socrates and Critias
which was generally accepted as true
by the Athenian public opinion of the
time. Though 50 years had passed, the
dictatorship of Critias and the Thirty
Tyrants must still have been a hate
ful memory. Justly or unjustly,
Socrates's reputation still suffered
from his association with Critias. The
reference to Critias and Socrates
proved effective demagogy. Aeschines
won his case.
How do you account for the deep
and enduring prejudice against
Socrates in his native city?
To understand this, one must touch
on a damaging fact few historians
have explained, or even mentioned, so
great is the reverence for Socrates:
Socrates remained in the city all
through the dictatorship o f the Thirty
Tyrants.
Why do you put that in italics?
Because that single fact must have
accounted more than any other for the
prejudice against Socrates when the
democracy was restored. The Thirty
Tyrants ruled only about eight
months, but it was a time of terror. In
that period they executed 1,500
Athenians and banished 5,OCX), one
tenth or more of the total population
of men, women, children and slaves.
When the Thirty Tyrants took
power, they murdered or drove out of
the city all who were of the demo
cratic party. A few months later, the
moderates who had originally sup
ported the Thirty Tyrants began to
flee, especially after Critias murdered
their leader, Theramenes. He, who
had been one of the original Thirty
Tyrants, was executed without a trial
when he began to criticize the Thirty
Tyrants for their brutality.
Socrates was neither exiled with the
democrats nor forced to flee with the
moderate oppositionists. He did not

suffer at the hands of the Thirty
Tyrants, unlike his chief accuser,
Anytus. who lost much of his property
when he fled and joined the fight to
free the city. Socrates, in Plato's
“Apology," calls himself “the gadfly"
of Athens, but it seems his sting was
not much in evidence when Athens
needed it most.
How does Plato handle this in the
"Apology"?
He never mentions Critias, or his
past as a pupil of Socrates, not does he
dwell on the fact that Socrates stayed
in the city all through the dictatorship.
Instead Plato has Socrates represent
himself as a man above the battle of
politics.
How does Plato do that?
He has Socrates tell of two incidents
in which he defied unjust orders, once
under the democracy, and again
under the Thirty Tyrants. Under the
democracy, he was presiding officer in
the Assembly during the famous trial
of ten generals accused of misconduct
for failing to succor survivors and
recover the bodies of the slain after a
naval victory. Socrates said he blocked
the attempt to condemn them in one
proceeding, because the law called for
a separate trial for each man. He
added that he did so "although the
orators were ready to impeach and
arrest me."
Under the Thirty Tyrants, Socrates
said, he had also resisted an unjust
order. Socrates and four others had
been ordered to arrest a wealthy
resident alien whom the dictatorship
wanted to kill so they could seize his
property. Such executions for revenue
purposes were common under Critias.
Instead of obeying the order,
Socrates says, "I simply went home,
and perhaps I should have been put to
death for it, if the Government had
not quickly been put down." But he
himself neither helped put it down,
nor tried to warn the victim, nor made
a protest. Though he was always
preaching virtue, he did not. like the
Hebrew prophets, call such unvirtuous rulers publicly to account.
But few modern readers know
enough to resist Plato’s beguiling
narrative, and it serves to distract
attention from the fact that nowhere
in the ancient texts do we find Socrates
resisting or deploring the overthrow of
the democracy, nor welcoming its
restoration. With the jury, this silence
must have outweighed his eloquence.
The dictatorship of the Thirty Tyrants
was the dictatorship of the wealthy
landed aristocracy to which Plato and
Critias belonged. This was the social
circle from which most of Socrates's
followers were drawn. Athens under
stood this, though the modern reader
often doesn’t.
*

*

*

Does Xenophon — our other
"witness" on the trial — confront
these compromising political circum
stances?
Xenophon does so in his "Memora
b ilia ” by quoting an unnam ed
“accuser.” This accuser has been
variously identified as one of the
accusers at the trial or as a con
tem porary prodem ocratic orator
named Polycrates whose "pamphlet”
on the trial of Socrates has since dis
appeared. In any case. Xenophon's
quotations from this accuser and his
answer to these accusations provide us
with some conception of the prosecu
tion's case against Socrates. In so
doing. Xenophon discloses much that
Plato hides.
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Where do you fin d the political
issue in Xenophon?
In his “ Memorabilia,” Xenophon
reports that "the accuser" said
Socrates "taught his pupils to look
down upon the established laws” by
deriding the egalitarian method of
filling many minor offices in Athens
by lot, and by teaching them that
government should be left to experts
instead of being determined by
popular debate and vote in the
assembly.
1'he “ accuser" said Socrates thus
led the young "to despise the estab
lished constitution and made them
violent." It is significant, but not often
noticed, that Xenophon denies only
the last part of this indictment. He
could hardly deny the first two counts,
since elsewhere in his memoirs of
Socrates he frequently qirotes the old
philosopher's contempt for the as
sembly and for election by lot. Xeno
phon passes over these accusations in
silence. But he does deny that Socrates
taught his pupils to use violence
against established institutions. Xeno
phon insists he taught them it was
wiser to proceed by persuasion.
Hut Critias in power was hardly a
model o f persuasion.
Xenophon does not deny it. After
all. our main source of knowledge
about the misdeeds of Critias is Xeno
phon’s own history of his time, the
“ Hellenica." Xenophon quotes the
accuser as declaring that "none
wrought so many evils" to the city of
Athens as Critias and Alcibiades, the
two most famous pupils of Socrates.
The accuser said that in the terrible
days of the Thirty Tyrants, Critias
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"bore the palm for . greed and
violence,” while Alcibiades “exceeded
all in licentiousness and insolence”
under the democracy.
What defense did Xenophon offer?
“ I have no intention,” Xenophon
replies in the “ Memorabilia,” “of
excusing the wrong these two men
wrought the state.” But he claims they
sought out Socrates as their teacher
"only to attain the utmost proficiency
in speech and action.” And “ as soon
as they thought themselves superior to
their fellow disciples, they sprang
away from Socrates and took to
politics.” With that answer most
Socratic scholars have been satisfied.
But you are not?
No. The question left open is what
kind of politics Socrates taught them.
Clearly from everything we learn else
where in Plato and Xenophon, it was
an antidemocratic politics. Xeno
phon's silence on the point admits
what he cannot deny.
Does the “accuser" in Xenophon
link the Socratic teachings with aristo
cratic attempts at tyranny, as in 411
and 404 B.C.?
Yes, but in a curious, indirect way.
He alleged “ that Socrates, selecting
the worst passages of the most cele
brated poets, and using them as argu
ments, taught those who kept him
company (i.e., his pupils), to be un
principled and tyrannical.”
Just what exactly did those terms
mean?
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A tyrant was someone who used
violent and lawless methods to seize
and maintain power. The term
“unprincipled” is one translation of
the adjectival form of the Greek word
kakourgos, which means, literally,
an evil-doer. An Athenian would of
course apply both terms to such men
as Critias and the Thirty Tyrants.
Does Xenophon deny that Socrates
used quotations from the poets that
might encourage such behavior?
He does enter an explicit denial.
Instead Xenophon, who is ordinarily
such a clear writer, gets fuzzy. This
provoked my curiosity. In trying to
find out why, I stumbled on some
fresh material. I found that Xenophon
made some striking omissions in dis
cussing this accusation, and the
omissions obscured its significarlce.
What were the omissions?
First of all, in giving us examples
from the poets to show what the
accuser meant. Xenophon limits
himself to two poets. We know from
another source, the “Apology” of
Libanius, a fourth-century A.D.
orator, that the “ accuser” of Socrates
cited four poets, not two, in this
accusation. The two Xenophon omits
are Theognis and Pindar. Both were
aristocratic poets, notorious for their
contempt, not only of the common
people but of the new middle class of
merchants and traders who had begun
to rival the old landed aristocracy.
Pindar wrote his lovely odes to
celebrate some of the outstanding
tyrants of his time. By omitting
Theognis and Pindar, Xenophon was

omitting the most obvious examples of
what the accuser meant.
Who are the two poets Xenophon
does quote?
Homer and Hesiod. But the quota
tions he gives seem to bear little, if
any, relationship to the charge.
What do the quotations say?
The one from Hesiod says, “ Work is
no disgrace, but idleness is a
disgrace.” Hesiod was a farmer poet,
and this is from his “Works and
Days.” a kind of farmer’s almanac.
That line is his expression of the work
ethic. I will ndt bore you with my fruit
less efforts to find any sense in which
this trite but wholesome homily could
possibly be interpreted as teaching
tyrannical conduct. Hesiod was no
aristocrat but a hard-working Boetian
peasant who hated tyranny. I think
the Hesiod quote has been screwed up
for evasive purposes.
W hat o f the quotation fro m
Homer?
Here we come to pay dirt. At first,
the quotation from Homer, as given by
Xenophon in the “ Memorabilia,” also
seems to bear little relationship to the
accusation. It long puzzled me. I went
to the commentators on the “ Memora
bilia” without finding any enlighten
ment. Then I did what none of the
commentators I read had done: I went
back to Homer and took a look at the
context of the quotation. There I
found Xenophon had made two omis
sions, and suddenly I saw what the
accuser was driving at. Here I believe I
have found fresh insight.

“ Socrates used certain passages from
Homer to teach his young followers to be
violent and tyrannical. . . ”

Is this a “scoop" — if I may use so
unscholarly a word?
I believe so. But to appreciate it,
one must understand what Homer
meant to the Greeks. He was their
Bible. And with them, as with us, the
devil could quote Scripture to his
purpose. A quotation from Homer was
effective as Holy Writ, and the two
omissions Xenophon makes are of two
passages which would have infuriated
an Athenian democrat, but would
have delighted an antidemocratic
aristocrat — because they would seem
fully to justify violent methods in
putting down the democracy.
*

*

*

Can you tell us what was the
Homeric episode referred to by the
“accuser" in Xenophon?
I t is in the second book of the
“ Iliad.” The siege of Troy has been
going on for nine years. The homesick
and weary troops, just recently
devastated by a plague, make a
mutinous rush for the ships, deter
mined to set sail for home. Odysseus,
the man of many wiles, intervenes to
stem the panic.
How does Xenophon handle the
episode?
He makes his quotations so minimal
and selective as to blur the point of the
accusation, and make it easier for
Socrates to evade it. Xenophon quotes
lines 188 to 191, and then skips to
lines 198 to 202 from Book II of the
“ Iliad.”
In lines 188 to 191, Homer describes
how Odysseus spoke “with gentle
words” to the chieftains and aristo
crats, while he tells us in lines 198 to
202 how differently he dealt with the
common soldiers. When the angry
hero encountt red “a man of the
people,” Odysseus “struck him with
his staff,” calling him “a worthless
fellow” and ordering him to turn back
from the ships.
How would an Athenian react to
this scene?
Very negatively. He was not used to
being treated as an inferior either in
peace or war. Xenophon’s account in
the “Anabasis” of how he led his
10,000 mercenary Greek troops across

Persia has been justly called a picture
of “ a democracy on the march.”
Was anything important omitted in
quoting these lines?
Yes, Xenophon omitted the last
four lines of the speech made by
Odysseus as he struck and reviled the
common soldiers. In those four
omitted lines Odysseus attacked the
idea of democracy altogether. Homer
in these lines set forth for the first time
in Western literature the doctrine of
the divine right of kings. Here are the
lines, in literal translation. Odysseus
tells the common soldiers:
We Archaeans can't all be kings here
It is not good for the many to rule
Let one man rule, one man be king.
To whom the son [Zeus] o f wily Cronos
Has given the sceptre and the
judgments
That he may take counsel fo r you.
That’s the doctrine of one-man rule,
and that’s just what Critias tried to
impose on Athens. Xenophon could
have denied that Socrates used these
lines, or approved them. Instead
Xenophon omitted them. The omis
sion is a confession. These famous
lines on kingship were too obviously
anti-democratic teaching.
What was the third o f the signifi
cant omissions to which you referred?
Xenophon omitted any mention of
the assembly called by King Agamem
non to deal with the near mutiny.
Assemblies are frequent in the
“ Iliad.” This one turned out to be
unique. It was the only assembly in all
of Homer where a common soldier
spoke up in the debate. His name was
Thersites, or The Brash One. To an
Athenian, as to us, he thus repre
sents the first stirrings of democracy in
the Homeric assemblies.
What happened to Thersites?
Odysseus beat the bold commoner
until he bled, humiliated him in front
of the army and threatened to kill him
if he ever spoke up again.
How does Homer treat this scene?
With approval. Homer sang his
great lays in the halls of the rich and
powerful, and clearly shows whose
side he is on. Homer does not make
Thersites a hero, but a shrill and
vulgar upstart. Few people have been

as sensitive to beauty in form and in
speech as the ancient Greeks. Homer
paints Thersites as bandylegged,
lame, hunchbacked and bald. One
wonders how such a cripple ever got
into the army at all. The words
Thersites uses are made as repulsive as
his appearance. Homer calls them
akosma. This is the negative of
kosmos, whence our words “cos
metics” and “cosmos” derive. The
word implies disorder and lack of
grace.
So what do you make o f these omis
sions ?
The accuser had charged that
Socrates used certain passages from
Homer to teach his young aristocratic
followers to be violent and tyrannical.
In dealing with this mutinous episode,
Xenophon omitted what the Athenian
democrats would have regarded as the
most subversive part of it: the four
lines on the divine right of kings, and
Odysseus's use of violence to suppress
free speech in the assembly.
Homer was saying that the common
people had no right to be heard. There
could be no more sensitive point with
the Athenian democrats. The right to
speak freely in the assembly was the
foundation stone of Athenian demo
cracy. Until the reforms of Solon, two
centuries before the trial of Socrates,
the common people of Athens could
neither speak nor vote in the assembly.
And again, just five years before the
trial of Socrates, they had been
forcibly deprived of this precious right
by the dictatorship of Critias. In their
eyes, this episode in Homer would
seem to justify the violent tyranny they
had so recently overthrown. I think
that is why Xenophon omitted it from
his defense of Socrates. They were too
damaging a part of the prosecution’s
case.
*
*
*
So you think Socrates was con
demned because the Athenians be
lieved his teachings had helped to pro
duce such tyrants as Critias?
No, not exactly. The case is more
complicated. Socrates was protected
from such a prosecution by the
amnesty instituted by those who over
threw and killed Critias. The dictator

ship was crushed by a coalition of the
democrats with moderate oligarchs
who had been driven into opposition
by the lawless extremism of the Thirty.
Thpy took an oath to forget past
offenses. The amnesty covered every
body but the remaining Thirty and
their leading officials. To prosecute
Socrates as the teacher of Critias
would have been a violation of that
solemn oath.
How do you know the oath was
always honored?
All the surviving sources attest to it,
and nowhere do Plato or Xenophon
charge, as they otherwise would, that
the prosecution of Socrates was a
violation of the amnesty. The most
striking testimonial to this is in
Aristotle’s treatise on the Constitu
tion of Athens where he says that the
Athenians, after restoring their demo
cracy, “blotted out recriminations
with regard to the past” and behaved
both “ privately and publicly toward
those past disasters” in “ the most
completely honorable and statesman
like manner of any people in history.”
That was written a generation after
the trial of Socrates’.
So what conclusion do you draw?
When Xenophon discusses the
charge that Socrates used certain
passages from Homer and other poets
to teach his pupils to be lawbreakers
and tyrannical, he had to be referring
to teachings which continued after the
restoration o f the democracy. Athens
fdlt that Socrates was still inculcating
disrespect for its democratic institu
tions, and feared an attempt to
overthrow the democracy again.
Do you think this justified the
condemnation o f Socrates?
No. The 501-man jury itself was
deeply troubled and reached its
verdict of guilty only by a narrow
margin. But these fresh insights give
us a glimpse of the political realities
and extenuating circumstances which
Plato, who hated democracy, did his
best to hide — and which his
“Apology” has so successfully ob
scured for 2,500 years.
Reprinted by permission of New York Times
magazine and I. F. Stone.
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First I should mention that there is
nothing wrong with me. At least,
nothing a little love in the right place
from the right people couldn’t have
prevented.
To begin with, not trying to make
you feel guilty, I was almost destroyed.
I loved you more than I’ve loved any
woman. When I realized that you
didn’t love me after ten years of my
being kind and generous, which was
always the way I’ve heard people had
to be to win the one they love, I felt
like dying. The truth is I didn’t know
whether I was dead or alive. My eyes
couldn’t focus, my ears couldn’t dis
tinguish the difference in sounds, my
mouth wouldn’t formulate words, my
body was dead on the outside and alive
on the inside and everything was
trapped inside of emotionally mutilated
flesh. But I am not crazy. I knew what
was killing me: Ten years of loving
and getting nothing in return. As a
matter of fact, most of the people in
here seem to be here because of a lack
of love. Anyhow, the only reason that I
know that I’m alive is the humungous
pain that penetrates the most unbreachable strongholds of my being,
the biggest thing that I’ve ever en
countered. So, I figured that I must be
alive. And I have been hoping that it’s
not permanent.
Wine helped a bit, but I was afraid
of becoming a drunk. I tried religion,
but the more I believed, the more I
hurt, and the more deceived I began to
feel. Religion kept telling me to be
kind and generous, which is how I got
into all of this trouble anyway. Nobody
tells you to keep your eyes open, es
pecially if that’s what you’re doing
with your heart. Seems the thing to
do, but most of uS get caught up in the
rhetoric.
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Sorry I had to leave for a minute.
They gave me a pill to desensitize me.
They do that. They give you these pills
that make a zombie out of you, then
stick you off in a corner so that they
won't have to be bothered with you.
Most of them won’t even talk to you. 1
think they’re afraid to hear about the
effects of real love, when it goes
wrong. They act like they’re afraid to
love. They know they would be in the
same shape us inmates are in, if it
didn’t go right. . . unless they had
friends or family to help them through.
Something that us on the inside didn’t
have, or most of us. There are a few
real nuts here. In case you are con
fused? I have been talking about most
of the working staff; the volunteers are
simply mad, i.e., crazy. Both are sick.
They need to be around people that
have problems so that they can feel
sane. Time to go to bed. I’ll write
more in the morning.
Well, good morning. I’ve spent the
night thinking. I didn’t get any sleep.
But I’ve come to the conclusion, you
are some kind of sadistic bitch. I don’t
mean that maliciously, either; it’s just
a statement of fact. I do hope you
continue to read this letter. Any sensi
tive person wouldn’t have kept some
one on the string for ten years. Any
sensible person wouldn’t have hung on
that long. So, I guess we were both on
our own trips. Mine, the donkey.
Yours, the carrot and the stick. I have
a friend here. He is in love with heroin,
even though it is destroying him.
That’s the way 1 am about you. I’ll
probably always love you and this
pain will always be a constant re
minder.
If you are wondering why I’m
writing this letter, I feel like rapping
with someone. I feel that you would

understand. You and I shared in my
movement toward this situation.
Sometimes I do wish that I had family
to go to. But! I rejected all of them for
you. So. It was too late when I really
needed them. They put me here. They
were kind enough to make me think
that it was my choice. I am making
friends, though. There is an old man
here with emphysema; I give him
cigarettes. He loves me. Nobody else
will do it for him. Hell, he’s gone too
far to stop now. There is another old
man whose family put him in here
because they didn’t want to take care
of him. He talks gibberish. My junkie
friend pulls his suspenders, then lets
them go. POP! The old man gets mad
and shouts gibberish. He likes to let
out his frustrations.
Soon I am going to have to end this
letter. They will be coming to give me
shock treatments. They set electrodes
to my head—then charge them. They
are trying to blow my skull off. Haven’t
been responding to therapy, they say.
That is, I still remember things. I
remember who I am, and why I’m
here. They want me to believe that my
parents didn’t love me. I know better
than that. The only reason I’m here is
because I hurt. The shock treatments
are supposed to make me forget. Some
things just can’t be forgotten. They go
too deep. The truth is, I don’t want to
forget. I just want to learn to live with
it. It’s like malaria. You can go along
and feel all right for a while, then all
of a sudden, chills, fever. Once you
learn to understand it, accept it, live
with it, it doesn’t hurt as bad. So I’ve
been told. Some guy was sitting with
nothing to do so he asked me to go
into the shower and let him suck me
off. What do you do in a situation like
that? I just told him not today, maybe

next week. Oh yes, shock treatments.
I’ve had some already. Three for sure,
along with the medicine I don’t need.
I take it, though. If I don’t, they will
give me a shot. I would spit it out but
there are so many people in here that
if they see me they would tell and it
would be that much longer until I got
my shit together and got out. I don’t
need any extra hassles. They give me
enough as it is. They won’t let me sleep
in in the mornings. They say I’m
trying to escape from reality. If they
only knew how hard it is for me to
sleep, they’d bring my breakfast to me
in bed.
Sometimes I save my medication
and crush it. My friends and I snort it
like street drugs, for something to do.
One guy always bugs me, though; he
thinks it’s cocaine. But sometimes we
do get street drugs, mostly grass,
sometimes speed. Usually when some
one goes on pass, they will bring back
something. Sometimes we can get
drugs from an aide, depending on
who it is. A couple are pretty cool, but
not too many; you have to know how
to manipulate them. One aide gives
me grass twice a week and consistently
loses money to me on the pool table.
But he’s still a screw (jailer). If there
was trouble he would still lock me up
or take me to get electrocuted.
Well, I have to go to group. We sit
in there and complain about life. If
you don’t complain, they accuse you
of being rebellious. So I go in and
burn their ears. From there, they will
take me and fry my brain and I won’t
be any good for a couple of days. So
I’ll mail this off to you now. No regrets.
Love,
Charles

Europe’s Ecology Politics Is Strong Example
“For example, off Ireland there are
two islands run solely on wind energy.
In Denmark there are many towns run
by windmills that were built by citizen
action groups and trade unions. Ire
land is now going into housing insula
tion, creating jobs in the process, and
building support from the 170,000member Irish Trade Union that sees
qualitative job creation as an excellent
alternative to having to choose
between jobs and a healthy
environment.”
For Kelly, “politics cannot be a ‘dif
ferent politics’ unless you change
spiritually. I see a very big spiritual
content in this movement. To me,
exploitation can be an issue for Com
munists, radicals, humanists, social
ists, or Christians, but it must mean
no exploitation.”
As to the earth's resources, Kelly
says, “it means the earth has no emer
gency exit. It means that you can’t
leave and that you have to learn to
treat the earth well. Maybe that’s an
ultimately feminist idea—that you do
not suppress women, that you do not
suppress mother earth or mother
nature, because we are, in fact, all
one. Males have usually wanted
centralization, order, armies, gen
erals, hierarchy and, with all these,
suppression.
“ He has tried to get this last bit of
power by raping the earth herself. He
is also doing the same thing to women.
It’s not very far to go from rape of a
woman to rape of the earth, or vice
versa.. . .
“Yet many men are stepping out of
their establishment jobs and looking
around. In America, they call such reevaluation mid-life crisis, but it is
much more than that. It’s mid
civilization crisis. We must tie plane
tary control or non-abuse with non
abuse of people. And it starts with
children. It starts with how you
educate little boys. It means you don’t
put the gun under the Christmas tree
because your child is a boy or a doll
under the Christmas tree because your
child is a girl.”
How does the European established
governments see the Green Movement
and other citizen action groups? “ It
varies from country to country,”

explains Kelly. "France is the worst.
The government there is very centralistic. It looks disdainfully upon citizen
action groups. I would say the climate
is best in Holland, where the govern
ment is very tolerant and sometimes
helpful. 1 can give you one example.
Delft is auto-free and has many free
child care centers. Citizen action
groups, of which there are over 130,
are getting money from the city
council to run their newspapers and
other publications. So it’s a much dif
ferent climate there. They go hand in
hand.
“ In Germany, citizen action is
fought by the Socialists. They claim to
be the party of the worker. That’s why
there are very many trade union
leaders on top of their party’s slate.
Yet they have had many chances to
prove they are really a party that is
from below, and they haven’t.
“ In Italy, the Partita Practicala and
the Partitat Particala, small groupings
of very militant, non-violent, feminist,

To the Editor:
DO NOT send your trash to the
attached address again! I consider it
an invasion of my privacy and also
unfit for my children. I would not
want to have to report you to the
postal authorities.
Duane Peltier
4855 Justice Way S.
Salem, OR

(mostly) local issues. And all that
without a single ad for Cuisinart or
BMW.
Speaking of cars, please say some
thing about the Edsel that the Cadillac
Fairview imperialist multi-national is
trying to park on four Downtown
blocks.
A Reader

To the Editor:
Please send me no more copies of
your magazine. It doesn’t interest me.
Thank you.
Douglas Lewis

To the Editor:
My God! Signs of consciousness...
RAISE HELL!!! You’ve chosen quite
a void to fill. And I do mean
VOID.
Glad to see someone’s looking at
Portland, thinking, and producing
intelligent, critical commentary about

To the Editor:
I don’t know from what list you
got my name, but I want to be re
moved from yours immediately.
That article about sex in New York
is blatantly evil. Sodom and Gomorrah
were destroyed of just such behavior.
N ot very truly yours,
Arlene M. Kelly

By John Platt
The recent an ti-n u clear peace
march on Washington by more than
100,000 people highlighted a growing
environm ental m ilitance in this
country. If this movement is to con
tinue to deepen and flower, it must
learn from a more developed and
sophisticated movement in Europe.
Ten nations in Western Europe
have 84 nuclear plants operating and
73 plants under construction. To
oppose this proliferation of nuclear
energy, Europeans, 50,000 strong,
streamed into Hanover, West Ger
many, and successfully opposed a
planned m am m oth nuclear-w aste
reprocessing and storage plant near
Gorleben. The plant would have
handled hundreds of tons of radio
active waste from reactors in Germany
and throughout the world.
As a result of this and other
protests, the West German govern
ment has decided that it cannot
proceed with its nuclear program until
there is assurance that waste can be
safely handled. With the defeat of the
Gorleben plant, Germany’s nuclear
program has been severely set back.
In Chooz, a small town in eastern
France where the government is plan
ning to enlarge an atomic power
station, the women of the town, as a
protest, locked up the mayor in the
city hall for several hours. At CreysMelville, a small town 35 miles east of
Lyon, France, and at Itzehoe,
Germany, more than 50,000 farmers,
housewives, and students stormed
plants and fought with police in an
attempt to shut reactors down.
Recently I had the opportunity to
interview Petra Kelly, a leader of the
Green Movement in Germany—an
ecological party that she sees as
neither traditionally left nor right, but
something completely new, trans
cending the usual political labels.
The Green Movement is based on
3,000 citizen action groups through
out Europe. Their energy comes from
a belief that you can’t keep preaching
“that the state must do such, or the
government must do such. You must
do it and show that you can do it,”
Kelly says.

anti-militarists, have been able, with
only three people in the National Par
liament. to bring up the divorce
debate, the feminist debate, the
debate surrounding the contraceptive
issue and many other issues. And if
they weren’t, as we say, the ‘flea in the
fur,’ many changes would not have
come about in Italy. The Green Move
ment hopes to be like these Italian
parties, a radical faction, radical for
peace, for a non-nuclear society, for
soft energy, and for recognition of
Europe's ethnic and natural geo
graphic regions as opposed to the
present nation states.
“ Nation states are very superficial.
Problem s d o n 't stop at certain
borders. We have seen that in regions
between Holland and* Germany, or
France and Germany, there have been
common problems. For example, a
lead plant or asbestos plant that has
caused common concern and common
action. The border doesn’t mean any
thing anymore."

This is the town I ran away to.
Out in the valley we thought it was wild
Saturday nights to swoop in, drag Bradway in bunches
Expose our engines and roar back to the dark
With the lights still beating in our throats, bellies dancing.
The brave ones came back, perched up on hills to look down
On power and light from a safe distance
The lavender of it, foggy layers of colored faces
Creeping down off porches and up from basement rooms waving
Manuscripts, chisels, tubes of waterproof stain and
Dancing the green elk in the middle of the street,
Dancing the pigeon shit on the central elk,
Singing water runs on the core elk and his ragged gut.
Portland for Christ’s sake Oregon
Split town bridges to jump from
I’ll make Dublin of you
Sending your lovers into exile
One thing about this town is there is always another
Fat ass that wants kicking
It makes the juice flow
It’s so easy to be bad here
You’re a stuck locale for Chekhov
But dancing with the water.
by Katherine Dunn
February 1979

Letters
To The
Editor

To the Editor:
Congratulations on the first issue
of the Clinton St. Quarterly. It is, by
far, the freshest experience in jour
nalism and investigative reporting
since the alternative press of the ’60s.
In these present times, life is dan
gerously mediocre, as mediocre as
frozen pizza. The cheese is plastic,
the crust is stale, the oil costs a for
tune, and the sauce is made of the
blood of workers who never get a
s lic e .... And the company records

record profits for the first quarter. It
is time for thunder to light the fires *
and kindle a new spirit in the soul of
America. The Clinton St. Quarterly
provides the path leading to the
answers. We need the answers and we
need them now. Time is running out
on America. The dipstick is d r y .. . .
1 support you, congratulate you,
and wish you the best of luck through
the wilderness.
Fight on,
Paully D., L.A.
To the Editor:
Delete us from your mailing list
immediately. Such crap!
Ruth and John Woodbury
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STOMPIN IN
THE

By Michael Goodwin

There’s a war
going on. The enemy
is fast food, interstates, non-dairy
creamer, People magazine, and 90
percent of what’s on the radio. The
Liberation Army is me and my
friends, and. our best weapons are
cayenne, garlic, and regional music.
There’s a lot of us scattered across
the country—singers, photographers,
writers, cooks, marine geologists,
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filmmakers, shiatsu teachers, actors,
and social service supervisors. We
share a passion for old music, vanish
ing lifestyles, concrete history. Music
is a big part, but food is just as impor
tant. Also beer, hats, dancing, hot
sauce, barnside graphics, railroad
trains, gospel churches, and clowns.
As we move toward Century 21, the
quality of life is sinking fast — and the
main reason is that people have been
suckered into the wrong choices.
Interstates are concrete prisons com
pared to the two-lanes that carried
traffic through towns and past local

business; Kentucky Fried chicken
tastes like rubber compared to a yard
bird cooked by a human being in the
next room. Standardization is effi
cient, but it’s killing us by degrees.
Regional art doesn’t have to sell to a
national audience, so it doesn’t need
to be standarized — it can be eccentric,
daring, spicy. Local art tends to carry
a lot of traditional material in its
pocket — if only because tradition
grows best in its native soil, and
doesn’t mass-produce very well. In any
case, local music seems to go back
farther and remember better, and the

farther back it goes, the longer
base-line it provides for setting
sensible priorities. Regional music
gives us a foothold in time; it beats
back death, a t’least a tick or two.
As often as my work lets me, I go
road-running to see how the battle is
raging — check my friends to see what
they’ve turned up, look to see that
some of the old stuff is still alive, hear
some music, eat some food, go honkytonkin’. The worst (and best) thing
about regional music is that you have
to go where it is to hear it; it won’t
come looking for you. So out I go, this

time for five weeks in February and
March — Austin; Houston; Cankton,
Louisiana, for cockfights and the
Wheel; New Orleans for Mardi Gras;
the Mississippi Delta; Memphis (try
and stop by Minglewood); Nashville;
New York; on my way back try and
find Ace Records in Jackson; Austin
again for Pearl and norteno; highball
for home, and hope to get enough
writing work to pay for it. 1 never do,
but that’s okay, too.
The most amazing find was Mardi
Gras, but that’s another story. As for
the rest, well, come on, we’ve got to be
in Houston by friday afternoon.
As Big as Freddy
“They used to be at least one guy at
a record company could listen,” says
the Crazy Cajun, Huey Meaux, sitting
behind a desk at his Sugar Hill Studio
in Houston, “but now they all sales
men, and they lookin' for superstars.
They ain’t lookin’ f’music no mo’.”
Meaux, a legendary ’60s producer
with such high-powered Texas rockers
as Barbara Lynn, Roy Head, Cookie
and the Cupcakes, and Doug Sahm, is
still doing okay with his latest act,
Freddy Fender, but he’s beginning to
feel time moving out from under him.
“ I go into some New York company,”
he says, “and this^guy says, ‘I love
your old records,’ and I say, ‘Well,
good, ’cause I got a new artist who’s
gonna be as big as Doug, as big as
Freddy,’ and he just don’ wanna hear
. it. They ain’t no room f’them little
bitty hits that turned into big hits any
more — they all lookin’ for million
sellers in front.”
TKO
The fighting cocks have been at it
for nearly half an hour. The little red
rooster that was the favorite has taken
an unlucky fall at the beginning of the
fight and broken his back; he’s rolling
around, trying to keep away from his
opponent, a big black and white
rooster who’s too lousy to finish him
off but keeps pecking anyway. It’s no
fun for anyone.
The Cajuns and Mexicans are
taking it calmly; this is not a good
fight, but the back-broken rooster is
game, and that’s what cockfighting is
about. The hippies are sickened, but
this is Louisiana so only the women go
“ Ick,” and they do it quietly; the men
yell “TKO!” and “ He’s bleeding
bad,” but none of the hippies leave.
They’ve paid a dollar each to taste
America the way it used to be, and if
it’s stronger than anticipated, well, is
it worse for a chicken to die in the pit
or live in a box eating growth
hormones on the way to Kentucky
Fried? You take what you can get
these days: when the cockfights are
over, they make gumbo out of the
losers.
Jay's Lounge and Cockpit is in
Cankton, Louisiana, but don’t look
for a town or you’ll miss it; look for a
bunch of cars parked alongside High
way 93. The cockpit has been here for
70 years — a low-ceilinged room with
a packed-dirt fighting ring (earth,
blood, and chickenshit, one supposes),
and low bleachers on all four sides.
The lounge is newer. Jay, a cock
fighter first and a club owner second,
calls it The Last Honky Tonk, and has
T-shirts to prove it. The point is argu
able. There are still some good joints
around, at least in Texas and Louis
iana. But it is for sure The Last Cockfighting Honky Tonk.
In the lounge. Asleep at the Wheel
is starting their second set, and the
joint is jumping. Both bars are four
people deep, and they ran out of Pearl
an hour ago so you’ll have to take any
beer you can get, even if it’s Jax. As
the music starts, most of the hippies in
the cockpit drift back toward the
stage, and the dance floor fills up fast.
The cockfighters (many of whose
grandfathers fought cocks here 60
years ago) hardly notice; there’s more

than $1000 going down on every fight,
and the best birds won’t fight until
midnight.
Asleep at the Wheel is probably the
biggest draw Jay books — which is
high praise for a band that started out
on a Commander Cody folk-country
track. But the Wheel is way past that
now; they've gone Cody (and the New
Lost City Ramblers) one better and
become the thing they loved — oldtime musicians. They play an eclectic
bag — Randy Newman, Cleveland
Crochet, Louis Jordan, plus a lot of
hot originals, including the idiosyn
cratic masterworks of resident crazedcountry writer Leroy Preston — but
their stock in trade is second-hand
regional music: blues (from Texas and
Mississippi), Basie (from Kansas
City), Cajun music (from Louisiana),
and Western Swing (originally Texas
Swing). Music with age on it, and a
local address.
The Wheel makes good records, but
they don’t sell very well. If a band
doesn’t have superstar potential (e.g.,
universal appeal and no rough edges),
it’s supposedly not worth heavy pro
motion. The small labels that under
stood how to market regional music
have mostly gone under; the ones that
remain, like Jin, Swallow, Arhoolie,
Crazy Cajun, and a handful of others,
are tiny, serve very specialized
audiences, and operate at a tremen
dous financial disadvantage in the
vinyl market.
All of which means that if it’s good,
it probably isn’t being recorded — and
you have to go honky-tonkin’ if you
want to hear it. The Wheel is a special
case, but their relationship to their
material is special, too. They are, in a
sense, performing folklorists; certain
ly, a great deal of their material is in
revival mode. In any case, their
records sell just enough to keep their
label from dropping them, but they
make their bread playing live. And in
a way, that’s good. The audience at
Jay’s is here because, aside from the
Wheel, you can’t hear most of this
stuff live anymore — and music needs
to be live somewhere along the line,
spontaneous, simultaneous, fallible,
and free from overdubs. More and
more, music is coming to mean
recorded music, with an antiseptic
emphasis on multi-track overdub
perfectionism. That’s as dangerous for
music as it is for life. Jerry Lee Lewis
says it this way: “You can’t go back
and overdub when you’re making
love.” Thank you, Killer.
The kids at Jay’s understand all
this, but they couldn’t talk to you
about it — any more than they could
tell you why they paid that extra dollar
to watch two roosters trying to kill
each other. All they’d say is that
they’re here to dance — which is the
right answer anyway. If people are
dancing, something is going on.
The floor is packed, and the
dancing is intense. No hippie dancing,
either, but full-contact neo-jitterbug,
with fast spins and turns that seem all
the more amazing considering the
density of the floor — and where did
these kids learn to jitterbug, anyway?
On the slow ones, people dance close
— and Susan Trilling (whose old man
is playing bass on stage) teaches me to
do the Texas Shuffle. Learning old
dances is even better than learning
old ballads or old slang. It’s a concrete
link with the past, as if someone gave
you a cherry 1939 Packard that ran
perfectly. Thank you, Susan.
The cockfights are over around one
in the morning, and the fighters drift
into the club to drink a beer before
they hit the highway. They slide past
the dancers without any real contact
— as if one group or the other were
back-projected. Onstage, Link Davis,
Jr., the Wheel’s resident Cajun, from
Basile, Louisiana, 30 miles northeast
— is singing “Cajun Stripper,”
original title, “ Bosco Stomp.” Bosco
is in the neighborhood, too, but the
cockfighting Cajuns don’t seem to

care. Their folklore is killer chickens,
and it’s alive alive-o.
Walk on the Water, Walk on the River
The H-R Bar is Wild Magnolias
territory, uptown New Orleans. This is
the night before Fat Tuesday, the final
chance to get it together before the big
blow-off last day of Mardi Gras, and
even on the street in front of the H-R
you can feel the energy building up.
The Magnolias are black Indians, one
of 30 or so tribes who celebrate Mardi
Gras (and a few other special occa
sions) by dressing themselves in
elaborate dream-Indian costumes of
plumes and sparkle — and whose
street-chants and dancing may go
back hundreds of years to the earliest
slave gatherings in New Orlean’s
Congo Square. When they perform for
white folks (on record, say, or at the
New Orleans Jazz and Heritage Fest)
the Magnolias are extremely sophisti
cated, even slick. Tonight is Mardi
Gras rehearsal, for members only.
Outsiders are not exactly prohibited,
but I’ve been warned to watch myself.
Cars are pulling in and out like
pistons in front of the bar — pimpmobiles and funkytown jalopies,
letting out dancing crowds of black
people dressed variously in fancy rags
and downhome threads, all of whom
swirl around on the sidewalk, talking
and jiving and second-lining to the
drumming from inside. (The secondline is a New Orleans dance in which
you plant your two feet and move what
your mama gave you.) Whenever a car
stops a woman sits on it, and whenever
a woman sits down a man walks up to
her and starts sweet-talking.
The door to the bar is open, but
inside people are packed so tightly
that you have to dance your way in.
Getting from the door to the bar is like
making love io 15 strangers of both
sexes, and getting a drink at the bar is
the supreme test of cool under
pressure. It’s about 110 degrees, and
you can hear the drumming with your
stomach. There are three giant
congas, assorted smaller drums, plus
bongos and tambourines scattered
through the room, and everyone is
dancing and yelling and getting crazy.
There are at least 300 people inside a
room big enough for 100, they’re all
drunk and only four of them are white
— but it doesn’t feel threatening. Not
in terms of color anyway.
The people in closest to the drums
are chanting, but unless you’re in the
inner circle the words are hard to
make out. I catch a few bits of
rhyming Mardi Gras chant (“ Flagboy
coming/Spyboy humming...” ) and
what might be fragments of a leftover
field holler ("Walk on the water/Walk
on the river...” ) but the one chant
that’s easy to make out is a repeated
four-syllable “ firew ater!” th at is
passed around the room with a
tambourine full of money. If you don’t
want trouble you have to kick in at
least 50 cents to buy whiskey for the
drummers.
The heat, the pressure, the
drummed polyrhythms are completely
overpowering; it’s not something you
listen to, it’s something you breathe
instead of oxygen. In fact, it’s a lot
like a Jamaican Grounation ceremony,
and here and there people have got the
Ghost, screaming out their heads and
jumping ecstatic. Suddenly, it hits me
that this is African ceremonial magic
— voodoo, or something very close to
it, courtesy of the well-known West
Indian connection.
And I find myself unexpectedly
terrified. I've loved black music all my
life — chased after it, studied it,
learned from it. But I’ve never hit it so
pure or powerful before; this is no pale
shadow of a ghostly blues song — it’s
alive. (Sorry, no records available; it
wouldn’t sell.) And if I don’t get out
now. I’m going to be here all night.
Outside on the street, it’s an hour
short of midnight, and the scene is still

jumping. I cool off for a few minutes,
half-decide that it was just claustro
phobia, and start back inside — but I
stop at the door. That stuff in there is
serious. From all reports, Congo
Square was pretty serious too. If I
were ready to give it up, I could go
back inside. I want it worse than any
thing, but I can’t do it. Next year I’m
gonna be ready. Hey La Bas! Eh
Legba!
The next day, photographer Michael
Smith tells me that he dropped by the
H-R around midnight, and “things
were just getting started.” The worst
of it is I bet he was right.
Old Evil Spirit
(For John D., Joan, Greil)
Somewhere in Richland, Mississ
ippi, just south of Jackson. John
Hurt’s Richland Woman is probably
still getting down with her shingle-bob
haircut and her shot of good booze,
but that ain't nothin' to us. The
Mississippi Delta starts in Jackson,
and we're running north on Highway
49W, the smallest line we can find on
the map. It turns out to be a goddamn
four-lane, divided highway with fancy
signs that say Delta Drive! No wonder
the blues are dying.
John Morthland drives while I pore
over the map. trying to remember
which blues singer was born where.
We know Skip James is from
Bentonia, and then there’s Belzoni
and Yazoo City — Jesus, the ring of
the names, like a knife-edge slide on
an old Paramount 78. Why has it
taken me so long to get here? Where
the hell was Robert Johnson born?
This is serious, neither of us can
remember, and we’re getting all the
blues singers’ home towns mixed up
with Civil War battle sites. Hey. look,
there’s a town called Midnight in
between Silver City and Louise. Mid
night, Mississippi! Here’s Avalon, up
on Highway 7! And goddamn, we're
gonna go right through Parchman,
Parchman Farm, remember? Robert
Johnson...Greenwood? No. Got it!
Clarksdale, right? Yeah, we're goin'
right through Clarksdale!
49W turns into two-lane backtop in
Pocohontas, an abandoned mill town
set in low, rolling hill country. There's
a black man riding a horse by the side
of the road in Pocohontas. and in
Flora there’s a gorgeous old twostory wooden house with balconies and
hand-carved railings, set in the
shadow of a tall, teardrop gas-tank
right out of Red Desert. Alongside the
road, they're bulldozing the right-ofway for the continuation of a four-lane
highway — fast, efficient, no dis
tracting roadside business. It's going
fast, folks. Heading north, there starts
to be a lot of water on the land as the
Mississippi spreads out into little
streams and opens into unexpected
lakes and backwaters. There are
cottonfields under water, and little
shacks with black kids playing in
front.
Then we're in Bentonia, Skip
James’s home town, and we pull off
the highway looking for signs of the
man who sang “ Devil Got My
Woman.” We find an old wooden
railroad station, worn and crumbling,
a few stores, the Bentonia National
Bank, Bill’s Barber Shop, and the
Bentonia Package Store. We drive
through town, double back, and drive
alongside the railroad tracks. There’s
no sign of Skip, no hint of his life or
time. It’s not 'til we hit Yazoo City,
with its steeper hills and moss-caught
trees, that we find Skip’s sign — six
grim, towering cypress trees wholly
engulfed in grey Spanish moss,
standing like tall ghosts by the road
side. “ I’d rather be buried in some
'cypress grove.” sang Skip in his high,
haunted voice in 1931, “than have a
woman that I can’t control."
The Yazoo River is big and blue,
running east-west between trees to the
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south and a levee to the north. Past
the Yazoo, the land is flat, empty, set
with lonely shacks and an occasional
two-story wooden house. Watery black
cottonfields run to the horizon on both
sides of the road, cut by streams and
rivers and canals — all between levees.
The Mississippi must have flooded the
land regularly, once, making the soil
rich and fertile. The levees hold back
the river now. so there are no more
floods, and the soil is dying. Pump in
fertilizer and chemicals. Move north
to Memphis or Chicago.
Running north toward Caile and
Indianola and Doddsville, the land
grows emptier and lonelier — flat
cottonfield swampland, red-brown in
the setting sun. There’s no shelter.
The houses stand full fields apart.
Small wooden houses under the sky
with peeling paint and a washing
machine on the front porch. Shacks
with broken windows and the doors
standing open to the wind. No wonder
people sang about being lonely, no
wonder they had to play the blues.
Even the commercial signs are
insufficient, abbreviated, as if letters
were running short: JAY'S GRO. and
ALMA’S GEN. STO., and IDA'S
SER. STA. And in every town the
Rose Gas and Oil Station features a
big wooden cut-out of a hand ex
tended in neighborly greeting, with a
caption reading, "Ride With Rose —
Your Friend." In the Delta, you can
use every friend you can get.
The sun is down as we hit Clarks
dale at the top of the Delta, where
Robert Johnson may have been born,
where he may have sold his soul to the
devil. The sky is strange, with a band
of pitch black on the horizon that
leaps up suddenly to cover the sky. It’s
a terrifying sunset; it makes me think
of hellhounds on my trail, and it
makes me wish I was already in
Memphis, only 75 miles to the north.
You could walk it if you had to; lots of
bluesmen had to. Suddenly, it’s clear

to me — why the Delta Blues sounded
like they did, and why they moved to
Memphis, and then Chicago. Why
they died.
A Greyhound bus comes out of the
darkness, headlights burning, and
roars past. It’s for Robert Johnson.
"You may bury my body down by the
highway side,” he sang in 1937, “ so
my old evil spirit can get a Grey
hound bus and ride.” Jesus, even the
ghosts are gone.
Gilded Splinters

Ace Records is two dusty store
fronts on the working-class side of
downtown Jackson. Mississippi. The
lettering on the glass says ACE
RECORDING STUDIO, but it could
say JOE’S JOOK JOINT AND POOL
HALL in the same funkytown letter
ing. Ace Records! The legendary
(Jackson-based) New Orleans label
that recorded Frankie Ford, Huey
“ Piano” Smith, Lee Dorsey, Mac
Rebennack, and James “ Little Gonzo"
Booker.
The original Ace records are col
lectors items these days, and fetch
outrageous prices if you can find them
at all. But in 1975, owner John
Vincent brought out two new LPs of
old material — a Huey Smith an
thology and a Dr. John collection —
and I wrote an ecstatic review in City
Magazine. Vincent called me up
personally to thank me. Maybe he’ll
remember. Maybe he’ll have a copy of
the Frankie Ford Sea Cruise LP.
Vincent is a genial, balding, south
ern gentleman looking no more than
55. His office is cluttered with old 45s,
LPs, and tape boxes, and on the wall
are six priceless old Ace albums —
including Sea Cruise, and a Huey
Smith LP, Having a Good Time, that
I’ve never even seen before! Vincent’s
assistant is a 20-year-old black kid
whose dialect is so impenetrable I can
only get every sixth word; Vincent
sends him for coffee.
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Vincent does remember my write
up, and he gives me the full journalist’s
treatment. He tells me that someone
from England’s Charly Records came
through the week before to offer a deal
on European rights to the Ace
catalogue. He shows me a list of 25
"new releases” that I suspect will
never see the right side of a record
press. He’s got a blackboard on which
someone has written SATURDAY
NIGHT FEVER and AMERICAN
HOT WAX, and he asks me if I’d be
interested in writing a filmscript based
on the Ace Recrods “story.” Actually,
it sounds like a great idea, and we toss
scenes back and forth — blues, r&b
and the real (i.e., New Orleans) “Sea
Cruise” recording session.
“ It'll have lots of plot and music,”
says Vincent, “but it has to be about
the search, the search for songs, the
search for music.”
Finally, I tell him that I’ve come
with an ulterior motive — I’m looking
for the Sea Cruise LP and I’ll be glad
to pay for it if he’s got one. “ Well, you
know that record is going for $100 in
oldies stores,” he tells me. “Frankie
called me just last month looking for a
copy, and I didn’t have one.” My
heart drops. “You might find one
upstairs, though,” he adds, and my
heart beats faster. “You want to look
around upstairs?”
“ Looking around upstairs” is every
record collector’s secret fantasy —
especially if the upstairs is somewhere
in Mississippi, Louisiana, Texas, or
Tennessee. The kid takes me down a
pitch-black corridor and pulls a light
chain, revealing a wooden stairway
covered with broken 45s. We climb
up. crunching records underfoot with
every step: Big Boy Myles 45s, Earl
King 45s. It’s like walking on gilded
splinters.
At the top of the stairs, there’s a
gigantic room full of stacked LPs, all
covered over with heaps of plaster dust
and debris. The first stack is all Sea
Cruise, and I walk toward it like a

man in a dream, records cracking
underfoot. I brush dust from the top
of the stack and pull the first jacket.
It’s empty. I try another, six inches
down the stack. Empty. They’re all
empty jackets.
“ No records here,” says the kid.
“ Mrowbo yowzli wenna collectors
inyow all gone.”
“Aren’t there any records left?”
The kid reaches down into the dust
and pulls up a Sea Cruise LP, cracked
clean in half. He throws it against the
wall.
“ Yowza branter any records for
me?” asks the kid.
“W hat?”
“ Murra wunzibi records I can sell,”
he says. Suddenly I get the notion that
the kid has got a stash of actual LPs
somewhere up here, but he’s not
turning them loose unless I bribe him,
which I’m not prepared to do.
He shrugs. “Yalla tennis next
room?” he says.
The next room is just as big, just as
full of debris, and twice as dark.
Pigeons flap past us, shitting as they
go. Shitting on an incredibly large pile
of 45-rpm records. The kid reaches
down, picks up a 45, and slices it
through the air at the pigeons. It
shatters against the wall. My instant
fantasy is that it’s the last copy of
some totally unknown New Orieans
side.
With the light on, I can see that the
pile of 45s is roughly circular, at least
12 feet in diameter, and about three
feet high in the center. Guess the
number of 45s and win a trip to cloudcuckoo-land. Crunching closer, I grab
the three nearest 45s. A Frankie Ford
picture-sleeve 45 of “W hat’s Going
On” (never seen one; maybe his best
song); Huey Smith and the Clowns
doing “ Popeye,” backed with “ ScaldDog” (never heard of it, dynamite);
Alvin Tyler doing “ Happy Sax"
(available elsewhere).
Downstairs, Vincent separates him
self from the phone long enough to
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say, “Take a look through the racks
next door. If you can’t find Sea Cruise
out there. I’ll give you my copy.
“Aw, no,” I say, but he just shoos
me into the next room where I find a
Popeye Dance Album with Huey
Smith. The Greatest 15 Hits On Ace (a
fantastic album , unfortunately
scratched), and an excellent New
Orleans anthology on Teem (the Ace
cheapie label?) called Guaranteed to
Please. But no Sea Cruise.
At which point, Vincent actually
pulls out a copy of Let's Take a Sea
Cruise With Frankie Ford and gives it
to me! I can’t believe it; it’s only the
second copy I’ve ever seen. The kid
gives ipe a dirty look, but Vincent’s
eyes are sparkling. The record has a
gorgeous Technicolor covor on which
Frankie Ford is snuggling up to two
rather plain Italian-looking beauties
in late-’50s party dresses in front of a
mast and what must be the Mississippi
River. Vincent autographs the back,
“To my man.”
In the end, as I’m moving toward
the door, Vincent asks me if I can
stick around to help organize a reissue
program (he’s still got all his pressing
masters). I don’t know what to say. I
get the feeling that something is wrong
here, but I don’t know what it is. I
promise to call from the coast, and he
lets me go. “ If you write about us,
write something good,” he says,
shaking hands twice. I want to tell him
how much I love his records, and how,
in some important sense, it’s not over
yet — the search isn’t over yet. But his
phone is ringing, and Susan is waiting
in Baton Rouge.
Star Potential
Some of the time, Steve Jordan
plays traditional norteno accordian,
but he plays it through a wah-wah
pedal. The rest of the time he plays
Tex-Mex acid-rock. Austin music
writer Joe Nick Patoski (al momenta

across the table, drinking a Bud) calls
Jordan “the Jimi Hendrix of the
squeeze box.”
Maybe so, but the Chicano
audience here at the Flamingo Club,
15 miles south of Austin, is as tradi
tional as can be — a comfortable mix
of old and young, dressed to the nines
and circling the dance floor as Jordan
rocks through a familiar polka in
slightly funkified style. Circling the
dance floor is absolutely traditional at
a Tex-Mex baile-, the man holds the
woman and walks her backward,
spinning now and then to check out
the couples nearby, and then resumes
the walk. It's something like strolling
around a Mexican plaza at sunset,
and it’s something like a Texas Shuffle
with optional spin. It's beautiful to
see; it’s even more fun to do.
Richard West, senior editor of
Texas Monthly (and a big Jordan fan)
is here too. “Jordan's got star
potential," he keeps saying, “especial
ly if he sticks to rock.” West is
probably right, but I'm not sure star
dom is all that desirable. 1 hope
Jordan stays right where he is — a
local draw, individual, fascinating.
Anyway, I think his best stuff is tradi
tional material played modern. I like
the stylistic tension; it makes for good
art.
You can learn a lot watching people
dance. When Jordan plays polkas, the
dance floor fills within 30 seconds.
When he plays “ Shake Your Booty,”
the song is halfway gone before anyone
gets up to dance — and then it’s eight
couples, all young, all nervous, all
dancing no-touchee hippie style. Nor
is this an old/young split; the best
young couples (i.e., the slickest
dancers) sit out the booty-shaking too,
waiting for the next cumbia or
ranchera.
During the break, Patoski takes us
out back to meet Jordan — a younglooking man in his mid-’40s. with an
eyepatch and a speed-rap as over
powering as Doug Sahm’s. “ 1 don’t

like all this old stuff.” he says, “but I
have to play if for dances. I’m a jazz
player, m an.” This the first English
he’s spoken all night.
Back inside, the entire audience is
on its feet and dancing to the inter
mission band — an enthusiastic,
ordinary conjunto (group) that plays
half rock and hall polkas. I think I
prefer Jordan, contradictions and all.
and I know it for sure when he comes
back on and blows everyone away with
“ La March Del Campesino,” his big
local hit of last year. It’s a traditionalsounding corrido (ballad), with power
ful, political lyrics about the farm
workers' march on Washington. The
accordion work is stunning; Jordan
builds long, intricate melody lines,
and lets them twist through the
wah-wah as if they were floating into
space. The dance floor is packed, and
when the corrido is over, people
applaud — an extremely rare occur
rence at Tex-Mex dances, where
approval is usually shown by a happy
burst of talking as the dance floor
clears. But then. 1 suspect this
audience already feels more distant
from Jordan than from performers
like Flaco Jiminez or Mingo Saldivar;
you applaud a star, but you don't
applaud yourself.
The next day. I stop by a Mexican
record store to pick up a copy of “ La
March." but when I get it back to San
Francisco I'm in for a horrible sur
prise — Jordan recorded it without the
wah-wah! Never forget rule number
one: Get it live if you want it.
Blues Wouldn’t Let Me Be
“ We're not goin’ 'til midnight,”
says Patoski. “ Blues are fueled with
alcohol, and they won't start happen
ing 'til the early hours. Okay?"
The Thunderbirds, a white blues
band from Austin. Texas, are playing
at the Rome Inn. but when we walk in
(just after midnight) it sounds like

there’s a large, black blues band on
stage. Amazingly, there are only four
players: Kim Wilson, harp and vocals;
Jimmy Vaughn, guitar; Keith Fer
guson. bass; Mike Buck, drums.
They’re playing flat-out to a half-full
house, and they are playing the blues.
Their commitment is unmistakeable;
the last time I heard anything like this
was in Chicago in 1965, and that was
Howlin’ Wolf. This music isn't for
fun. it's for life and death.
The Thunderbirds are down and
dirty, making mistakes, losing con
centration. a little too drunk to play
their best. The vocals are sloppy, but
the guitar is finding licks in between
the frets like Muddy Waters on a
tough night, and the harp is screaming
lonely. It's nothing special, just the
blues, but it's the blues, played by a
white band for a white audience. Most
of the material is familiar, but blues
were always remade nightly from
traditional licks and remembered
verses. These are young musicians,
but they've got it inside them. They've
learned it. Finally.
And in a burst of joy (fueled with
alcohol) I realize that the blues are not
going to die. that white folks can help
save them until they catch breath and
time and walk back into the country
again. 1 never believed that white
people could play the blues, but I
think they just needed time to learn
how. pain to learn why.
I've spent too many years moaning
about how the blues are dying, about
how their context is gone, about how
black people are turning their atten
tion elsewhere. I have reservations
about George Thorogood, but I like
his line about “ I grew up with rock
and roll, but the blues wouldn't let me
be."
Yeah, me too. Hand it over.
Reprinted tn permission of Village Voice and
Michael Goodwin ' News Group Publications,
Inc., 1978.
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Over unpaid gas bills

L.A. Mom Cut Down By Cops
By Corky Hubbert

Southern California will forever
inspire in the American mind an
image of a forever sunny, fast world
of fast cars, fast foods and fast
women; the land of sunglasses and
convertibles; the domain of the
bronzed Adonis and stunning starlet;
home of the hot tub and sensitivity
group.
At the heart of this kingdom is its
Camelot—Los Angeles, City of An
gels, where dwell the image-makers
themselves. To us, L.A. is a fantasy
land playground of sandy beaches
and Hollywood parties. It is the
cradle of the movie and television
industries, surrounded as they are
with a myriad collection of candycoated success stories, honed to an
artform by the proverbial press agent.
Beneath this finely crafted veneer,
however, is the real L.A.: a city of
racism and violence.
The papers are full of beatings,
rape and murder, but everyone stays
mellow until they’ve managed to for
get about it. Still, with every killing
there is a killer.
Maybe you think you know your
killers, but think again. It’s hard here
to tell the players without a program;
because in L.A., the killer may carry
a badge.
The killer cop. You will never see
his story on Dragnet or Adam 12. At
story’s end, no voice will be heard
from off-camera to inform us that,

“ In a moment, the results of that
trial,” because there will not be a
trial. In L.A. a killer can walk free,
even collect a paycheck for his
“ work” —no matter how dirty that
work might be—thanks to a piece of
tin and a blue uniform that somehow
elevates him above the law that he is
there to enforce on others.
And what of the victim? Eula Love
was her name. Black and a welfare
mother, all she was missing was a
bright red target across her chest.
Ludicrously enough, her murder
was over an unpaid 20-dollar gas bill.
A man from the gas company had
come to turn off Eula’s gas. She
whopped him upside the head with a
shovel. He ran and got the police.

By the time the cops arrived, Eula
decided to pay the bill, and she told
them that her welfare check had just
come in the day’s mail. But it was no
dice. The police let it be known they
intended to accompany the gasman
inside so that he could disconnect the
gas.
F rustrated and enraged, Eula
grabbed a butcher knife and threw it
through the doorway. It missed the
cops and stuck in the dirt.
Danger past, the cops took no
chances. They both drew their guns
and together fired 12 shots at Eula,
emptying their guns.
Eight of those shots hit her. After
the seventh had torn into her, the
bloodied, frightened animal that she

had been reduced to tried dumbly to
stand, only to be kicked back down
(“ Get down there, you bitch!” ),
prone, to receive the eighth and fatal
bullet that ended her tortuous life.
Through the screen door, her children
watched their mother spew out her
blood at the pigs’ feet.
The black community met to dis
cuss a response to the growing inci
dence of police violence. LAPD
Police Chief Daryl Gates had every
one that attended the meeting placed
under surveillance by the LAPD intel
ligence goon squad.
Sometime in May, a man had an
altercation with a waitress at a cafe
here. He was asked to leave. As he
left, he was followed out by a plain
clothes, off-duty cop, who pulled a
concealed weapon from his coat and
shot the man in the back of the head.
A bill that would have given public
access to the records of cops who may
have such violent tendencies was
killed in committee. It was just one
more killing.
But that’s life—and the taking of
life—in L.A.
FLASH! I was just putting this in
an envelope when—swear to God—
the anchor man of Channel 13, 2:00
p.m. news (June 25) announced that
a 28-year-old “ good Samaritan” who
had helped a 65-year-old assault vic
tim was killed with a shot to the neck
by a deputy sheriff who arrived on
the scene.

Comedy Store Strike No Joke
Comedy is w h at’s happening.
There are more comedy movies being
prepared even as you read this; and
television’s highest-rated programs
are its comedies.
Johnny Carson has even made the
goddamn headlines recently!
Suddenly, everyone sees “ gold in
them there hills,” and the race is on.
Steve M artin, John Belushi and
Robin Williams are a departure from
the Shecky Greene of yesteryear, and
are the role models of virtually thou
sands of young Americans from every
corner of the empire.
New showcases are popping up,
then going broke every other week
while the three major clubs just keep
growing: Bud Friedman’s Improvi
sation, Pasadena’s The Ice House,
a n d —with three lo catio n s—The
Comedy Store.
In the late ’60s not many people
saw the coming comedy boom. But
Sammy Shore did. So in the early ’70s
he put his money together and started
The Comedy Store.
Comics would play there for free
to showcase for industry people and
work out new material; the Store
would sell drinks. It was successful.
Mitzi Shore, Sammy’s wife, filed
for divorce and won the Store in the
settlement. Under her guidance, the
Store has grown to the three-location,
million-dollar business that it is today.
More than a business, the Store
always had a family feeling, a certain
camaraderie to it, that set it apart
from the other clubs. There were few
nights that there wasn’t a good-sized
audience.. .and, of course, a goodsized take at the door.

Not long after the New Year’s Eve
catered “ dinner” that Mitzi had for
her performers, things began to
change. Comedy Store regulars (who
were on the Comedy Store basketball
team that played such teams as Para
mount’s Happy Days crew or some
Valley high school), Tom Dreeson,
George Miller and Jay Leno formed
Comics For Comics (CFC) and
formed a strike against the Store.
Comics would no longer be taken
advantage of, they said, and all
would be paid for their work.
It was a sorry thing when Mitzi
refused to even talk with the strikers.
And it was a sorry thing when CFC
rejected her compromise: to pay 25
dollars to those comics that played
prime-time spots on Friday and Sat
urday nights. A ll comics should be
paid for all spots, they said. Finally,
after two months, Mitzi gave in and
everyone was happy.
Happy, that is, until it became
apparent that if Mitzi was going to
have to pay, why not pay the best?
The Comedy Store is now a pros-only
game; it is less and less a workshop,
every day. Comics that used to re
ceive regular spots no longer do,
while some comics who already have
some recognition are getting more
and more.
Mitzi decided to branch out into
improvisation, which is—thanks to
Robin Williams—enjoying a rise in
popularity. She has turned one of the
rooms of her Sunset club into an
improvisation-only room where doz
ens of new groups play several times
weekly. At the top of the roster is the
Store’s own housegroup, The Com

edy Store Players. They were getting
pretty good, too, until tragedy struck.
The strike brought in the watchful
eye of other union organizations.
Equity, the theater union, noticed
that four of The Comedy Store Play
ers were not being paid Equity scale
(which would cost Mitzi over a thou
sand dollars weekly), and barred
them from performances.
A couple of weeks ago, Comedy
Store “ regular” Steve Lubetkin no
ticed that he was getting no time spots
for several weeks in a row. Believing
that this was because of his involve
ment with the strike committee, Steve
became depressed. So he jumped 15
stories off the Continental Hyatt
House next door to The Comedy
Store one Friday night. Someone
then broke into Mitzi’s office and put
Steve’s suicide note on her desk.
Steve’s parents put a full-page ad
in Variety composed of Steve’s writ
ings on the need for a strike, while
The Herald Examiner quickly put out
an article that intoned that Steve
killed himself because he was a loser.
The folks over at WKRP in Cincin
nati who knew Steve wrote a letter in
response that said that, at 26, Steve
was hardly a loser, but a few years
away from success. The Examiner
had a cute headline for the letter:
“ No Laughing M atter.”
The other night, 1 went over to The
Improvisation for a beer when I spied
a Comedy Store waitress in her Com
edy Store T-shirt sitting at the bar,
nursing her drink. “ I just want every
thing to be all right again, the way it
used to be,” she said.
“ It won’t be,” I told her.
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A Cappella Gangsters of Rooftop Rock ’n Roll

By Michael Disend
Raised as a singing cornerboy on
Newark’s west side, back when punk
was a fighting word, with my adorable
Mary Ann pressed tight, I got love
slain by the doo wap/a capella min
strels—saintly gansters like the Moon
glows, Harptones, Paragons, Del Vik
ings. Clovers. Elegants. Cadillacs, Jes
ters—light-filled concrete choirboys
who sang the way early Christians
prayed—pure, personal, poignant,
piercing—leading us from the South
18th Street alleys of gangbangwar
gangs and dead-from-the-neck-up '50s
dogshit with their blended vocal bless
ings of love, endless love, love for sale,
pure love, first love, dairy love, lonely
love, sincere love, dream love, untold
love, love love love love and our hearts
got warmed forever, even onto radio
active unlivable manana.
Last week—minus my gray pants
with pink side stripes, black satin jac
ket. and black needlenosed kicks worn
even to bed—1 went home to my
candystore lasagna roots to hear the
music that never dies, just goes under
ground. “ the sound.”
I got love slain again.
It happened at Thomm’s Restau
rant, on Newark’s north side, still a
diehard Italian enclave, at the first
concert given by the United in Group
Harmony Association, which is dedi
cated to preserving “the sound” and
initiating a revival of the authentic
streetcorner culture. The groups they
got made me cry and promise to re
member and get gushy. This was the
happiest concert I’d been to since
Country Joe and Janis said it was al
right to be human in Golden Gate
Park a couple dozen post-Newark
acid changes ago.
So who sung alreadyO
Earl Carroll and the Cadillacs sung
. . . the premier New York City group.
Willie Winfield and the Harptones
sung . . . group harmony sages taking
us on a sleighride through loveland.
And the UGHA’s own groups sung:
the Computones, the Ecstasies, the
Copas. and humbling everyone away—
five skinny awesome 14- to 18-year-old
black kids from East Orange called
Fourteen Karat Soul with their current
incandescent WNJR top-40 hit, “Doo
Wop Disco." as yet unpicked-up-on
by insular New York deejays.
Bobby Jay from WWRL-AM—a

Earl Carroll and the Cadillacs give New York’s mean streets a special sound.
UGHA member—talked like this as
we watch Thomm’s get packed: “ I
thought it was over—but something is
happening, an undercurrent.” Bobby
used to sing with the Aladdins, hung
with Baby Washington, the Imperials,
and the rest of the black wizards turn
ing tenement hallways into cathedrals.
“This is the real singing. Disco is a
producer’s medium, made in a studio.
Can you tell the difference between
Chic and Taste of Honey? In those
days you had to know how to sing, not
only in a studio.” “ In My Diary” by
the Moonglows swam over the loud
speaker as I saw a woman in the crowd
who sparked lion teardrops. Cameo
white skin, glossy black mane. “ Beautifoo” as we say in Newarkese. It
looked like . . . “ With all the techno
logy that’s in the studio we need to
hear the human voice again. The
people want it. Twenty years ago you
met and fell in love on the dance floor.
It was very romantic music. Maybe
they do it today but they don’t touch.
It’s frantic.”
Al Grahnum, co-emcee of the show
with Bobby, joined in: “That era was
multiracial. The Impalas, the Del Vik
ings, were integrated. It’s sad this at
mosphere isn’t around now. When we
fought we hurt each other . . .”
Before Bobby got pulled away by a
lady dressed for Vogue, he said: “ It’s
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going to take convincing the powers
that be that when you reach 30 to 35,
people don’t stop buying records.”
They wouldn’t need much convinc
ing if they’d seen the lines around the
block waiting to get into a doo wop
concert that had absolutely no formal
advertising. Just word of mouth and
the UGHA. At 7 o’clock waitresses
were still throwing down red table
clothes for the 800 people who
streamed in, young and old, black and
white. Thomm’s was totally unpre
pared. People had to eat shrimp salad
standing up, and the concert was de
layed an hour. So I circulated among
the tables. Then I saw the woman sit
ting at a table with a guy and two other
couples.
“ Mickey!”
I was practically in his lap when the
big guy, black blow-dry pompadour,
recognized me and started laughing.
Christ, it was unreal. Dino. And Car
mine. And . . . Mary Ann! I haven’t
seen these people in years, but Dino
recognized me. “ Hey! Hey! Hey! Madonne!!!” A whole bunch of hugging
and wet kissing from the guys on the
corner and I joined their table.
“You look just the same Mickey.”
They don’t. Bellys. Gray flickers at
the temple. But I love them. How the
hell have they done it? Still a clique,
and me, I’ve known a thousand people
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since Newark with just a few friends
the whole while from out the crowd.
“Are you married, Mickey?” Mary
Ann asked softly. I was barely able to
look at her. Her husband was with
her. A Newark cop. Right away I
wanted to stomp him. Jesus, 1 loved
that girl. “ In the Still of the Night” in
West Side Park, flattening the grass
beneath us, grinding . . . No, I’m not
married.
“ Mickey’s become an old bache
lor.” laughed Dino, playing clown.
Weird to them, my age, no kids, still
Manhattan gaming in the night world.
The rules sit still back there. Upgrade
the income $10,000, a lounge full of
softball trophies, and a lot of bambinos. How to explain the junkie years,
the four bodhisattva ladies that got it
hard again, the Asia hitchhike, Zen,
writing, the restlessness? All we have
in common now is “ the sound.”
“ Look, I’m working now. Love ya.
I’ll come back,” I said, and made it
back to the table where I’d been sitting
with the Cadillacs’ ladies. My heart
was doo sopping. Memory Lane’s got
muggers. Johnny Brown from the
Cadillacs sat next to me, bald brown
head, white dashiki, duck pants, said
to my question about the music: “This
was real soul music. Everything came
out of your head. The only formal
training was learning harmonies.”

WHAT'S THE FBI
GOT ON YOU?
Personal, organization, or public
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Lights dimmed. First set by the
Ecstasies, a Philly-fine group formed
in 1959 who scored with "Lucky Old
Sun” in 1961. Came alive again in the
mid-'70s, very very smooth R & B clas
sics rendition. Remember please Jerry
Blavatt—“the geeter with the heater”
—pioneer radio hipster deejay who
turned Philadelphia out, produced al
bums with definitions of words like
“cool” on the back. The Ecstasies
launched into “Chapel in the Moon
light,” softening us with a Catholic
love affair, and onto “ I’ll Never Tell”
and a standing ovation from those 35to 45-year-old housewives with beehive
hairdos and a lot of makeup, but,
man, they’re still sexy, women in their
primetime as they re-climb those
mountains of squeeze. Wise in love,
vintage hearts. The Ecstasies, except
for their tubby black bass lead, all
look like linguistic professors but they
warbled together like fingers in a
glove, moving through the Flamingo’s
“You're the Dream of a Lifetime”—
Wooo Wooo Woooo—and climaxing
behind “60 Minute Man,” leaving the
romantics shouting for more.
Followed by the Computones and” It
Was a Summer’s Night.” They did it
so well, got a rush of me and Dino and
Carmine and Butchy striding up South
Orange Avenue in white athletic Tshirts thinking we were God’s bullet
proof gift to the local ponytail tenderoni set, daughters of butchers, daugh
ters of firemen. The Computones’ lead
and second tenor Russ Havriliak has a
love call that’ll make you suck your
breath in. A white group, four men
and Brenda Mitchell, first tenor, the
Computones have been together less
than a year and hail from the Bergen
County area of N.J., where they
looked up in order to sing for a UGH A
amateur night contest. They’re all
young and work for Western Union in
Mahwah on computers: hence, Com
putones. They won the contest, and
they sing real tight, with pride.
Pride.
You can tell how close a harmony
group is by how they look at each
other. It’s pride in the singing. Every
body has to do their part for the music
to succeed.
They really turned the heat up at
Thomm’s with “This Is My Wedding
Day,” and Al G. called them 'back—
“ Instant sweet repeat, here they come
with the fascinating beat”—and the
Computones scored, encored, and
closed with a devotional ballad called
“ Stay As You Are,”
Then we had greatness.
We had the Harptones.
We had 800 people standing up and
cheering and trying to see lead singer
extraordinary Willie Winfield—50
years old—proving once again that

this music isn’t, as one reviewer put it,
“ quasi-spiritual,” but a high native
American art form, an authentic
urban folk music, deserving study in
schools and resurrection in record
companies because it’s as genuinely
spiritual as the sound of Coltrane or
Bird, if spiritual signifies, as it
should, a generation of black and
white youth practicing, as the Persua
sions put it. in “subways, in lobbys,
and in halls/singing doo wop to the
walls,” practicing to perfect their life
tones, like monks working a koan,
singing to themselves and giving to us
realizations of vocal love harmony that
stay timeless. I call learning to sing
that way “ spiritual work.” I call the
men and women who accomplished it
“artists.”
So how the hell can you call the
choice voice of Willie Winfield singing
“ Life Is But a Dream” a fucking
“golden oldie,” like it was a Coca-Cola
poster from 1941?
Yeah, so time has reduced the
Harptones in size from their original
six members to four, but their guru
and pianist-writer-organizer Raoul
Citta is still at the keyboard, along
with two new singers, Linda Cham
pion and Lowe Murray. They opened
with a standard R&B tune, “Wonder
ful One,” all flash and filigree in red
suits and white shirts, and maybe
some of the older white guys were a
little uncomfortable about the way
Willie moved his body—Harlem war
rior hips churning—and they felt
better with “Life Is But a Dream.”
which I think is the Buddha-dharma
set to sound, and had the room wildly,
1 mean wildly, raving and applauding
and Willie was so happy on stage be
cause undoubtedly he hasn’t gotten a
response like this in 20 years.
Willie Winfield took a ride north
from Norfolk. Virginia, in 1953, and
found his natural love with a Harlem
streetcorner group called the Harps,
founded by Citta earlier that year.
Inspiration was coming in those days
from harmonizers like the Five Keys,
the Larks, and the Swallows. Before
long some of the Harps got tight with
some members of the Skylarks, and
the Harptones were birthed.
They’ve been at it ever since and—
sister, if you met two scientists re
searching some kind of hideous
microbe germ dilemma for 25 years
together you'd have respect, right?
Well, it's deserved more so for Raoul
and Willie totally in blesh, singing
“Only You,” the best of the Platters,
and then on to that masterpiece which
belongs in the Smithsonian Institution
of Soul, a song for which I regret hav
ing only human words of praise for:
“ I Want a Sunday Kind of Love.”
Willie’s voice hungers and thirsts
and goes blue-black and consecrated.

becoming everyone who ever yearned
for that perfect love Life teaches us
must always end in parting.
I still hear it, still want it. . . .
And maybe a few other citizens,
gone sour behind the price of vegeta
bles and the Wisdom of Carter and the
compassionate eyes of the Ayotollah,
still have affection for this whippoor
will world, still want to hear “A Sun
day Kind of Love” instad of dryice
disco music all about getting off in 40
ways and the hell with whoever did it
for you.
It took a while for Thomm’s to go
calm after the Harptones made their
exit. Then Al G. made the archivists
scream when he introduced Zeke and
Jake Carey of the Flamingos, still
looking pretty, bophats tilted to the
side. Then Al said, “There was a
group from Brooklyn they thought
were white back then. And now. for
the first time together in 23 years, the
Four Fellows!” and they wheeled Jim
McGowan out in a chair, where he’s
been for 20 years, on and off. Behind
him the other three Fellows, looking
shocked and crying, because those doo
wop lovers welcomed them with heart
felt yodeling. whistling, clapping. You
could see McGowan didn’t know any
body would remember him or even
think his music was important.
They got pushed into singing a few
bars of “ Fallen Angel” but then forgot
the words and smiled, embarrassed,
not killing this precious moment at
all. This is called history in the mak
ing. Especially when Al G. introduced
Warren Scuttles of the original 1946
Ravens, the pioneer group that started
it all with “O1 Man River.”
You needed those wax subway ear
plugs to handle the cheering.
Then the Cadillacs wheeled in,
triumphant, fish-tailing, swerving into
your lap off "onetwentythoidandeighthavenoo.” This was only their third
show since they reformed last August
for a Subaru commercial. They proved
old guys can be sexy, banging out an
up-beat choreographed dance version
of “Gloria.” Earl “ Speedo” Carroll
was back with them for the night —
borrowed from the Coasters. Funky,
crooked-teeth crazy Earl in a white
cap, bill pulled off to the side. And
Earl “ De Wolf” Wade, who came in
on the Cadillac’s third release.
"S ym p ath y” ; and my tablem ate
Johnny Brown — formerly of the Five
Satins; and flashy, funny, scrawny
Bobby Phillips, an original bass. All of
them doing it physical behind “ Well
they often call me Speedo but my real
name is Mister Earl,” the famous first
line of their biggest hit. The Cadillacs
were dancing, prancing, wheeling,
kicking, joking. The dancing was
rusty, but they made up for it with

sheer hand clappin' finger snappin’
contagious happiness. “They call you
Speedo, but my name is Torpedo.”
This is a jump tune group, mainly,
and jump they did, maximum '50s
black only-way-to-ride hipness, first
group named after a car rather than a
a bird.
Ronnie “The Eye” Italiano sat
down at my table. Ronnie, who has his
own show “Just for U.” at midnight
on 105.9-FM. is the driving force
behind the UGHA, which has pro
duced five a cappella records since it
began in 1976. “ Black people haven’t
lost their voices,” Ronnie said.
“ White people have lost their ears.”
And then a UGHA group for which
I’m no flak but feel an artistic duty to
say are so incredible that for them to
vanish without becoming nationally
famous would be like Elvis or Smokey
and the Miracles or the Temptations
rem aining undiscovered. Fourteen
Karat Soul did only five songs that
night but left the audience in sheer
ecstacy. The greatest teenage singing
group in America.
They broke loose with an a cappella
“Why Do Fools Fall in Love.” a
brilliant version. The special guys are
Glen T. Wright — age 18, lead, tenor,
arranger and leader of the group —
and Reggie “ Brizz” Brisbon — age
18. booming bass and lead. I mean,
these boys are accomplished'. Like
Steuben glass, sweetheart. Like the
bells of Saint Peter. Then it was “ I
Wish That We Were Married” and
“ Boogie Woogie Bugler" in a version
that would have sent Bette Midler
back to the baths. After that, a song
I'd only heard twice before on Don K.
Reed’s Doo Wop Shop, but which sent
me through the ceiling, their single on
Catamount. “ Doo Wop Disco."
1 could have listened to Fourteen
Karat Soul for the rest of the night,
but another group — the Copas —
followed and nobody alive can follow
Fourteen Karat Soul and look good.
They came on stage apologizing. The
Copas are an older, white ballad
group from Long Island, wearing
tuxedos that have seen a thousand
miles and doing reasonable renditions
of numbers like “ Florence” by the
Paragons and “O1 Man River."
The second set was to follow, but it
was getting late. I got up to go. and
passed by my old friends and my old
flame without saying good-bye. They
were engrossed in the music and
didn't see me leave. But I knew I'd
meet them again, if only on some
street corner in my mind’s eye. looking
for trouble, song, and love. And I felt
content with the youth of my youth
and the age of my age.
Reprinted by permission of the tillage Voice
and Michael Disend © News Group Publica
tions Inc. 1979.
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Hard-hitting Films
Hollywood Ignores

"G O TELL THE SPARTANS

Starring: Burt Lancaster, Craig
Warron, Jonathan Goldsmith, Marc
Singer.
Director: Ted Post; Screenplay:
Wendell Mayes from the novel
"Incident at Muc Wa by Daniel Ford.

By Denis Chericone
South Vietnam, 1964; “This is a
sucker’s war,” prophetically remarks
Burt Lancaster as he slowly begins to
realize what lies ahead for the Amer
ican Military in Vietnam. This is
before the massive American buildup,

before the extensive press coverage,
before most Americans were aware of
what the word Vietnam meant.
This is the time when American
soldiers in Vietnam were classified as
“ advisors” to the South Vietnamese
military and they numbered no more
than 12,000 men. Theoretically, their
purpose was to forge and prepare the
South Vietnamese military into an
efficient and self reliant fighting force.
Everyone understands now how well
that idea worked.
“Go Tell The Spartans” deals with
the American military involvement at
a very basic early stage, when the
seeds of the eventual disaster were
planted. Burt Lancaster portrays a
hard bitten career American Army
officer Major Ara Barker in charge of
a military area that includes the small
village of Muc Wa. He does a good job
in the role. Major Barker is ordered to
send a team of men to the village of
Muc Wa for the purpose of organizing
the village population into a self
defense force. Barker objects because
the village has no strategic value and it
has remained relatively peaceful over
the years. But the orders are explicit
and are to be obeyed. Barker complies
and sends five men to the village.
These men represent an accurate and
subjective description of the men who
fought the Vietnam war.
Jonathan Goldsmith should receive
special mention for his performance of
a harried career sargent who has been
too long in Vietnam. Craig Wasson
plays the All-American boy-draftee
who watches the war slowly destroy his
altruistic confidence in the intensions
of the American effort. Joe Unger as

the young second Lieutenant fresh
from the USA, gives a revealing
portrait of an overzealous, naive; yet
courageous soldier, whose mission is
to follow orders and whip the enemy.
Dennis Howard is the medic who is
really only the promise of things to
come. Mass escape is still a few years
away.
The film fatefully entwines these
men with each other. It does not linger
too long on combat footage as it uses
action sequences to enhance the
feeling of hopelessness, rather than
explain it. The characters themselves
explain the situation and its hopeless
ness to the viewer through their
relationships with each other and the
Vietnamese. This is what makes the
film different from other Hollywood
war movies. Through the interactions
of the cast, the film successfully
imposes an aura of alienation and of
nagging resignation and suspicion
upon the cast.
The viewer may not be concerned so
much with the eventual outcome of the
military encounters as with the mental
and physical well being of the Amer
ican soldiers. Will they survive the
inconsistencies and frustrations of
fighting a phantom enemy? Can they
survive their own moral interpretations
and realizations?
This is indeed a sucker’s war and
the audience will descend into the
quicksand as thoroughly as the
soldiers at Muc Wa.
Denis Chericone is
Beret sergeant. He
reconnaissance and
on the Ho Chi Minh

a form er Green
was involved in
terrorist activity
Trail.
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get the goods on some union officials.
There was one glaring omission in
Management and union, not about to
this year’s Academy Awards, and it
let all the dirt leak out, take steps to
tells more about the failure of courage,
drive the three apart.
vision and politic amongst the movie
The movie is paced as fast as a well
moguls than a thousand awards to
conceived caper picture yet at the
such relevant movies as Coming Home
same time it shrewdly envelopes a
and Deer Hunter.
family melodrama and political essay
From the opening power blues beat
of Paul Schrader’s Blue Collar we are
into an incredibly insightful look at
the workingman and his struggle to
plunged full force into a drama as
grab a piece of the American Dream
powerful as the machines that domi
nate the lives of three auto workers —
Machine. The British Film Institute
Yaphet Kotte, Richard Pryor and
recognized this by nominating Blue
Harvey Keitel. They are pressed on । Collar as one of the 3 most inventive
three sides: the union doesn’t help
films of 1978. Pryor, Keitel and
them, their foreman is abusive, and
Yaphet Kotto turn in stellar per
the government is more or less after
formances easily as powerful as the
them. Keitel and Pryor are family
jobs done by DeNiro and Walken in
men, and there’s no way they can keep
Deer Hunter or Voight in Coming
Home, yet nary a mention come award
their bills paid. One day they decide to
rob their union and get back a little of
time.
To understand the snubbing of Blue
what they owe. Instead of money, they

Collar one must remember that
throughout our long torturous involve
ment in Vietman the only movie Holly
wood released on Vietnam was John
Wayne’s flag waving Green Berets.
The war was much too sensitive a topic
for Hollywood to touch when a
Coming Home might have had an
affect on public opinion and maybe
saved a few lives.
The war is far enough behind us for.
the moguls to take a small plunge into
uncharted waters. Both Coming Home
and Deer Hunter were promoted with
a lot less hullabaloo than say the
Deep, Jaws II or your average sex
ploitation flick. United Artists, the
distributor of Coming Home, did not
have much confidence in the picture
and gave it little backing until the
recent re-release behind Voight and
Fonda’s Oscar winning performances.
Universal, the distributor of Deer
Hunter, did not give it wide dis
tribution until it won the Academy
Award as best picture.
The industry’s conservatism is
enhanced by a Vincent Canby of the
N.Y. Times who’ll put such pap as
California Suite and Grease on his top
ten list or Jack Kroll of Newsweek
who’ll declare Coming Home as
romantic aS the Green Berets or other
national columnists whose vitrolic
attacks on Jane Fonda was part of the
reason for United Artists reluctance to
put much money behind the ex
cellent Coming Home (some reviewers
even went to the point of suggesting
that the bedroom scene where Voight
goes down on Fonda was her way of
assuaging guilt for the war).
Blue Collar received such short
shrift that the usual bulky press
packet sent to exhibitors was cut down
to one 1l-by-14 piece of paper with
three ad slicks. No Saturday Night
Fever disco contests in your local
factory helped spread the word on
Blue Collar. Universal had no idea of
what to do with the movie from the
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very beginning, as the original
financing only came about because of
the participation of Keitel and Pryor.
For a long time the studio was
convinced that the film had to have
two whites and only one black in the
lead roles and in fact thought the
original Schrader script with the Oreo
look was just a typo mistake. Univer
sal’s bookers, who can find 500 outlets
for an innocuous piece of trash like
Jaws II, somehow found it hard to find
outlets for Blue Collar. When the
Clinton St. did astoundingly well by
running a quality campaign around
the movie, a regional representative
suggested that maybe a similar
campaign could be run around The
Greek Tycoon or The Choirboys.
The automakers in Detroit who
refused permission to have Schrader
film in their plants are very aware of
the power of motion pictures to affect
popular sentiment. Universal spent
9.9 million dollars to promote Jaws II.
A tenth of that spent on Blue Collar
might have meant a major break
through for this important picture.
The commercial success of Blue Collar
might have set off a chain reaction
that would open American cinema to a
more penetrating look behind the
makeup of society. Is it no wonder
that the captains in the capital of
illusion put one of the top pictures of
last year on the back burner before it
got too hot in the kitchen.
W hen they ripped open the
Academy Awards last spring, two
wired and defiant black men were not
seen leaning forward in their tuxedos,
chewing their fingernails, hoping their
name was inside. Richard Pryor’s
mad-eyed beleaguered unionist and
Yaphet Kotto’s picture-stealing force
and charm went unnoticed. They was
prejudiced against.
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JOURNEY ACROSS AMERICA
A FIRST LOOK AT THE LATEST BOOK
BY WALT CURTIS

I FREAK IN WASHINGTON, D.C. George wants to asylum for murder. His aunt gets him out of asylum, saying she
find the President’s house. The traffic congestion is horrible, the will take care of him. He murders her. They have caught him. The
streets are ill-planned. We drive around and around in circles. manhunt is over.
W. Virginia is showing signs of heavy industrialization. Bad
Which house is the President’s? The one on Pennsylvania Ave.? or
the White House? Again distinctions foul us up. George is driving. factories in W.V. like New Jersey it looks. Green and blue and piss
No shocks on the van. I am riding like on a bronco or brahma bull, yellow smoke, tubings, foul smells, eerie death lights of industrial
which stops and starts, jerking me back and forth. I lose my head, ization. No wonder one of Rockefeller brothers is governor of
I lose my equilibrium. I am beginning to freak. How the fuck are state. Good business he brings to exploit impoverished people.
we going to find the President’s House in this traffic congestion, in “ Snookie” on john wall in restaurant where we eat fried chicken.
this heat unbearable?? Whose turn is it to use the roadmap? Touching thing to write on wall. Reminds me of junior high, W.
Goddamn I’m tired of driving!! Riding!! George, I know it is your Virginia boy who is dishwasher is unselfconscious, innocent, like
turn to choose what to do, but I am getting sick, sick! We are never Oregon junior high boys. Adolescence is more to it than just
going to find the President’s House in this fucking stupid way!!
Holden Caulfield, tho he is evocative of that sweet, confused time,
I went to pieces. I imagined George was doing this on purpose, which youth wants to escape. Years later wish had back. I think of
this senseless erratic driving, to screw with my head. He is trying to the word snicklefritz.
dominate me, push me around, something like that. He is trying to
bully me, just because he is in the driver’s seat.
ROAD FANTASY. Traveling in a small space with
We never do find it. I get upset, so does he kind of. We decide to
someone,
George or me, tensions build up. Irrational irritations.
get out on the freeway. How do we get there? You go this way. No,
The slightest gesture, toe wiggles, the way his hands hold the wheel
you go that way!
George yells, “ Don’t you trust my driving?! Don’t you think I — these inflame. Constant primping of hair, black curly lengthy
can read a roadmap as well as you, huh, huh?” Silence. “ Yeah, I luxuriant hair when my mine is falling out, going brittle, gray. His
think you’re bright enough to read the map. I’m just hot and constant nasal, whining Arabic-Greek humming, idiotic, emptyheaded. (The one mistake: the radios are on the blink. We have to
bored, tired of driving.”
Meantime, my camera broke in D.C. Fitting. The transistor look at & listen to each other after 3 weeks, it’s almost too much to
radio we brought along, to occupy our heads, has gone on the bear.) All you can hope for, to pick up a pleasing hitch-hiker to
blink. There is no way to divert your head, except monotonous intervene with his/her body space, world view. Personality.
I could put up a curtain so as not to see the driver’s side of the
highway, endlessly and stupidly winding in front of my eyes and
out the windshield. The van is too close. George is bullying me. I van. Thoughts like: creep in: Cut off his singing head. Chop off
want out. Fuck it! I want out. I am going to jump out and hitch his big dumb feet, with crooked toes.
hike back by myself rather than endure this sullen, silent trip.
another auto accident
That’s what I will do! We don’t speak for several hours, at least.
We are in Virginia. “ Sweltering weather, air. Black day. G. and Mr. & Mrs. America at a roadside park, watering the toy poodle.
I at each other’s throats. Monotony of road. ‘Virginia is for I say to G. “ Will you be like that, when you grow up?”
lovers’ on the black and white license plates.” George stops at
cider and fruit stand, confederate flags hanging on washline to be He replies. “ Maybe. It’s not so bad. It’s better than being a wino
sold. We are still not speaking. He is still driving. He will drive for on some lonely fucking skidrow.”
a long stretch. Guzzling cider.
I answer, “ At least you’re realistic!”
Somewhere near West Virginia the black mood dissipates, a
little. (George tells me later that he wasn’t trying to bully me. He He laughs like a duck, shitting down its bill. And then I add. “ Not
just wanted to drive and get us started on our way back. Most of very imaginative, but at least realistic.”
the mood was in my head. He didn’t even realize what I was feeling
I think of G. Like a dog, like a zombie, a hunk of red raw meat
at the time.)
with its tongue hanging out — fuck it, fuck me. Cut off his sausage
W. Virginia lots of Baptist churches with kids smoking cigs on dick & stuff it in his mouth. Like a Turk would. I don’t know if
steps. A bad accident: They didn’t make a curve, speeding up any of this makes any sense, at this stage. I don’t mean any of the
coming on freeway lost control rolled the car over and over. One violent psychotic passages, rampages. Repugnant.
body under blanket with face covered must be dead. Other fellow,
George says to me, he knows, pointing his finger at me. He says
looking close to death, being administered to. Something to talk to me: “ Bremer said to Wallace, as he shot him. ‘A penny for your
about, or not to talk about.
thoughts!’,”
Enter winding mt. roads. Freeway ends abruptly. Winding roads
so crooked, back-tracking and twisting, made me want to throw Walt Curtis is a Portland writer. His work includes Mala Noche and Peckerneck
up. W. Virginia reminds me of Northwest. Stop for beer at fishing Country. Journey Across America will be available soon from Out o f the Ashes
resort. Kids mention the murderer was caught. He had been put in Press. © Walt Curtis 1979.
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PRIZEWINNER
“Penny Allen’s Pro
perty’ was produced and fi-

nanced entirely in Portland,
Ore., and the result is a movie
with its own style, personality,
and integrity.
‘Property’ recalls the united
collection of aging ex-hippies
and revolutionaries of Alain
Tanner’s ‘Jonah Who Will Be
25 in the Year 2000,’ yet it has
a rowdy pioneer wit that seems
distinctively Northwestern,
and an understanding of its ec
centrics ’ personalities that
never rules out the possibility
that they might at any moment
come to blows with each other.
It’s a healthy tension, and
gives the movie a suspenseful
dimension that it otherwise
might have lacked. RAUNCHY,
UNPREDICTABLE, POPULATED
WITH CHARACTERS SO REAL
THEY THREATEN TO POP OFF
THE SCREEN, ‘PROPERTY’
RICHLY DESERVES THE
AWARDS IT’S BEEN PILING
UP.”

American Mavericks, New York
Rotterdam Film International, *79
Florence, Italy, First Annual
1 Festival o f A m e r ic a
Figueira da Foz, Portugal, ’79
Portland 1977...
Was the price too high?

John Hartl, The Seattle Times

“Penny Allen has successfully
broken down the barriers be
tween fact and fiction.”
Tom Allen, Village Voice

Written, Produced & Directed by PENNY ALLEN
Cinematography by ERIC EDWARDS • Production Design by
HENK PANDER • Music by RICHARD TYLER, Performed by the
HOLY MODAL ROUNDERS and the CLAMTONES * In COLOR

“ . . . ingratiates itself into our
affections.”
Hollywood Reporter

“ ...sh o w s a real gift for
satire.”
Kathleen Carroll,
New York Daily News
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THE FOOTBALL CARD

Well, the gamblin’ but bit a lot of men
But what it’s done fo me is a rotten sin
1 was on the job and workin' hard
When a man comes a'long with a football card.
And said try your luck boy. all your friends
have won
I've bet myself clean out of house and home.
Cuz there ain't nothin’ this side of hell
Like tryin’ to pick a winner in the NFL
So I played the thing for a week or two
And got a little behind like most folks do.
Especially when your luck is goin’ wrong
And started doublin' up
That's when they popped me, son.
Well. I lost my furniture on a Denver bet
And Oakland got my new Corvette
And the Rams are the reason I cashed five hot
checks.
The Cardinals took my bank account
And the Redskins got a similar amount
That I borrowed from a finance company on a
90 day note.
Then Dallas put me in a hell of a fix
1 gave up 7 and they won by 6
You'd think that Staubach personally hated
me.
The Green Bay Packers were doin fine
Til they had to go into overtime
And when you got plus 1. you're dead when
they win by 3
Then, along come the Baltimore Colts
For another stack of the cool ’C notes.
© Flagship Music Inc. (BN1). Nashville. Tenn.

It seems 1 can't win no matter what I try.
Bert Jones might be their franchise
But the way he bloodshot these old eyes
Is enough to make a grown man sit and cry.
Well, the Pittsburgh Steelers left no choice
But for my poor wife to file for divorce
On the simple grounds of football cruelty.
Then 1 heard somewhere that the Bears were
hot
So with them I took another shot
And you guessed it pal, the Falcons beat 'em
40 to 3.
The Seattle and the cool Jim Zorn
Made me wish I'd never been born
I even let Tampa Bay take a shot at me
But I’ve got the Bengals and the Chargers to
thank
For the losers that drove me to rob that bank
Even the cop that arrested me
Looked like a referee.
Now here I sit with a stupid grin
And the jury’s just now cornin' back in.
And the foreman and the judge are lookin at
me real hard
And I know in my heart what they’re gonna
say
They gonna put me away where I can’t play
That American Dream of tryin' to beat that
Football Card.
Football. I can't win.
I think I’ll give it one more shot in the playoffs
Maybe I can win the Superbowl
Football 1 hate it. I love it. Mercy.

Curing B-Ball’s Ills
By Lenny D.

As we start another agonizingly long
NBA season, it’s time that the league’s
czars start catering to the true nature
of your red, white, and green Ameri
can sports fan. A sport that has ath
letes with the skill and power of a
Kareem or Dr. J. should not have tele
vision ratings below the Carmen Sal
vinos and Marshall Holmans of
bowling.
While all the polls show that basket
ball is the favorite game of the under35 set—George Gallup and the like
never include gambling in their survey
of the sporting public. And whether
it’s $5 or $5,000, friendly poker players
or high rollers at the track, a little
action on a Sunday game can make
the adrenalin rush as if every play was
the bottom of the ninth, two out and
the bases loaded in the seventh game
of the World Series.
Professional team sports have lost
fan identity ever since Walter O’Malley
followed Horace Greeley’s advice and
moved Brooklyn’s beloved Dodgers
west to Los Angeles (imagine how we
would feel if the Blazers moved to
Honolulu). Since then, fans have
watched greedy owners follow the
quick buck from Boston to Milwaukee
to Atlanta (baseball’s Braves) or
Milwaukee to St. Louis to Atlanta
(basketball’s Hawks). This franchise
musical chairs has been topped off by
stars like Truck Robinson jumping
from city to city as if escaping the
plague (in the last three years Truck
has done some trucking and played
for Washington, Atlanta, New Or
leans, and Phoenix). Needless to say,
these fast-buck artists have created a
situation where the home team success
carries much less weight than in days
of yore, but let the fan put $10 on the
home team and you have an avid
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rooter once again.
While many Americans are unable
to afford the cost of season tickets,
pushing the point spread produces $5
betters at bars and coffee shops and
creates fan interest broader than the
class of people able to shell out a
couple hundred bucks for season
tickets.
A Billion-Dollar Industry
An astronomical amount of money
is bet every year on professional foot
ball—estimates range from $1.0 to
$1.5 billion. The Super Bowl alone
generates $100 million worth of
wagers. With the point spread, no
matter how wide the margin, the
spread usually ensures interest through
the most one-sided of ballgames. The
last Super Bowl, with the spread rang
ing from 3 to 4 ¥2 points, had everyone
on the edge of their seats as the Cow
boys were marching against the
Steelers to a meaningless 4th-quarter
touchdown as far as the outcome, but
for millions of gamblers those last few
minutes caused many a skipped heart
beat.
Those folks who collect the bets and
can hardly speak English took an
awful beating on the last Super Bowl.
Pittsburgh opened favored by 3 points
—a bundle came in on them and the
bookies raised the spread to 3 ¥2 points
—even more came in on Pittsburgh—
they raised it to 4 points for a little
while to try and attract some action on
Dallas and finally went to 4 ¥2 and 5 to
successfully bring some money in on
Dallas. So most of the Pittsburgh
bettors gave 3 to 3 ¥2 points and most
of the Dallas bettors took 4 ¥2 to 5
points. The final score was 35-31 Pitts
burgh, and the bookies got caught

right in the middle on that last “mean
ingless” Dallas touchdown.
The National Gambling League
Pro basketball, with its long sche
dule, is unable to create the same kind
of gambling fervor for the fans and, as
a result, basketball betting is probably
l/25th the size of football betting. It’s
time for the NBA to get with it and
realize that Pete Rozelle is, as sports
columnist Larry Merchant says, the
commissioner of the National Gambl
ing League—if Larry O’Brien hopes to
duplicate his success, then pro basket
ball must set up a structure more
amenable to Americans’ gambling
passion (rumor has it that the Greek’s
favoring the Redcoats 7-5 in the Battle
of Lexington was the decisive turn in
firing up the undermanned Minute
men).
To start, games twice a week, home
and home would be a great incentive
to your red-blooded sports fan to pay
closer attention to pro basketball.
With games only twice a week, each
one becomes more important, so the
bettor is assured of a maximum effort
from well-rested players—as compared
to the present lackadaisical play so
prevalent in the NBA. The gambler
would be given the incentive of re
bounding from a road loss with a good
percentage opportunity on the home
court.
Football betting is primarily done
on televised games, and fans get to see
their local favorites at least play 50 per
cent of their games, while in basketball
they’re lucky to catch l/10th of the
local games on the tube. With the
home and home weekly game format,
each game would be televised and
create maximum fan interest so that

the pros and cons of the various cities’
studs would be as well known as the
thoroughbreds are on Kentucky Derby
Day at Churchill Downs. Ratings
would boom and the owners would
more than make up in television reve
nue what they lost with a curtailed
schedule.
Pro basketball also needs its Jimmy
the Greek, to provide a comprehensive
betting analysis for each of the two
weekly games—we’ll then get up-tothe-minute injury reports and spreads
listed in every paper from Kalamazoo
to Coconut Grove. Fans will hang with
every play of the fourth quarter no
matter the lead, for a few quick
buckets can turn the once-insurmountable lead into a gambler’s
dream or nightmare.
To help increase public interest,
there needs to be a few rule changes to
create a better game and provide the
fan with more opportunity for strategy
debates. Football has its pass and run,,
basketball has its zone and man-toman defenses—allow the zone and you
can begin to have some of the fun that
Billy Packer and Al McGuire have
discussing strategy on the college game
of the week. The NBA should also
push the clock back to 30 seconds to
allow more time to attack the zones
and continue with the 3-point rule to
let some mighty mites create havoc
with the big boys.
Five will get you ten that if the NBA
was to follow these guidelines, the
embarrassment of having bowling rate
higher on the tube would seem like a
distant nightmare, and pro basketball
would begin in popularity to match the
beauty and grace of pro sports’ most
gifted athletes.

N o rth w e s t F ilm S tu d y Center
Portland A r t Museum
1219 S.W. Park Avenue

Summer Films
14 SATURDAY

JULY
7 SATURDAY
An animated Disney film
The Rescuers (1978) 2 p.m.
See the original version of
Invasion of the Body Snatchers
(1956)8 p.m.
8 SUNDAY
The Incredible Shrinking Man (1957)
8 p.m.
Jack Arnold directed with a flair for
special effects.
9 MONDAY
Early Animated Films 8 p.m.
Includes Krazy Kat, Steamboat Willie,
Betty Boop and Little Nemo, among
others.
10 TUESDAY

Hugo and Josefin (Sweden, 1968)
2 p.m.
An enchanting film about children,
with English dialogue.
Children of Paradise (France, 194345)7:30 p.m.
Marcel Carne’s classic.

Werner Herzog's
Heart of Glass (Germany, 1976)
7 and 9 p.m.
29 SUNDAY

Strange Letters (USSR, 1976) 8 p.m.
A touching, amusing portrait film by
Ilya Averbath.

Things to Come (Britain, 1936) 8 p.m.
H. G. Wells wrote the screenplay.
21 SATURDAY
The Beatles’ animated fantasy
Yellow Submarine (1968) 2 p.m.
Delphine Seyrig in Person 8 p.m.
French actress Seyrig presents
Muriel, the Alain Resnais film in
which she stars.

D.O.A. (1949) 8 p.m.
Rudolph Mate’s suspense thriller.
11 SATURDAY

The Guardsman (1931) 8 p.m.
Alfred Lund and Lynne Fontanne
made only one film together and this
was it.

15 SUNDAY

19THURSDAY

9THURSDAY

Make Mine Music (1946) 2 p.m.
Vintage Walt Disney film.
John Ford’s
Fort Apache (1948) 8 p.m.
Starring John Wayne
12 SUNDAY

AUGUST
2 THURSDAY
New American Animation 8 p.m.
Ten recent personal and experimen
tal films.

She Wore a Yellow Ribbon (1949)
8 p.m.
John Ford Western with John Wayne.
16 THURSDAY
Lydia (1941) 8 p.m.
Julien Divivier’s film
Oberon.

with

Merle

18 SATURDAY

4 SATURDAY
Animation of Fritz Freleng 2 p.m.
Short features from the man who
brought us the Pink Panther.

The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe
(1952) 2 p.m.
Luis Bunuel’s adaptation of Defoe’s
classic tale.

Experimental Films of the Late ’70s
8 p.m.
Meet visiting artist Warren Bass,
who’ll introduce and discuss ten
experimental films.

22 SUNDAY

Jacques Tati’s
Traffic (France, 1972)8 p.m.

Samy Frey in Person 8 p.m.
French actor Frey presents JeanLuc Godard’s Band of Outsiders.

5 SUNDAY

The King of Marvin Gardens (1972)
8 p.m.
S tarring Jack N ich o lso n , Ellen
Burstyn, and Bruce Dern.

11 WEDNESDAY

26 THURSDAY

Daybreak (France, 1939) 8 p.m.
Another classic by Marcel Carne

19 SUNDAY

High Hopes Video 8 p.m.
A Seattle-based video production
group presents two recent docu
mentaries.

Don Q, Son of Zorro (1925) 8 p.m.
A sequel to the original Mark of
Zorro.

8WEDNESDAY

The Last Picture Show (1971) 8 p.m.
Based on Larry McMurtry’s story of
life in a small Texas town. Directed
by Peter Bogdanovich.

28 SATURDAY
12 THURSDAY
Sky High (1922) 8 p.m.
Starring cowboy showman Tom Mix.

Jungle Book (Britain, 1941) 2 p.m.
Taken from the stories of Rudyard
Kipling.

Movies by Moonlight: Northwest
Visions 9:30 p.m.
Free showing of film s by Northwest
filmmakers at the amphitheater in
Washington Park. Preceded by a jazz
concert starting at 8 p.m.

Closed until after Labor Day

Bulk foods
Fruits and vegetables
So fresh, so tasty
They explode with flavor

NATURE’S
FOOD and TOOL
Now also on the East side

S.E. 24th and Fremont
Mon-Sat 10-8, Sun 10-5
and

5909 S.W. Corbett
Mon-Sat 10-8
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S.E. 26th and Clinton
(between Division & Powell)

ADMISSION $1.50

238-8899

ROCKY HORROR $ 2 .0 0

RICHARD in “THE TOY”

PIERRE RICHARD in

A ND

th e t a l l

blond
man
w ith one
black

TOY 6 4 5 HO
MAN

sa o e

a film w ritte n and produced by FRANCIS VEBER

BURT LANCASTER

YAPHET KOTTO
RICHARD PRYOR

AND

HARVEY KEITEL

JULY
18-24

BLUE 9:00
GO TELL 7:00+
( ll.'OO except F ri.

"RICHARD PRYOR HAS A ROLE THAT MAKES
USE OF THE WIT AND FURY THAT DISTIN
GUISH HIS STRAIGHT COMEDY ROUTINES."

BLUE COLLAR

“Go Tell the Spartans, star
ring Burt Lancaster, deals with
the 4juman spirit in a time of
war, and -particularly about
American soldiers who went to
Vietnam in 1964, at a time when
most of us hardly even had heard
of the country or knew where it
was.

Tod Browning s 1932 Classic
AN D

FREAKS

SISSY SPACEK
JOHN TRAVOLTA

The most compassionate movie ever
made about the human condition.

Brian De Palma’

— Andrew Sarris

JULY
25-31

CARRIE 7*00+l0!0
FREAKS « 4 5

CARRIE

To people his nether world of the
circus sideshow. Director Tod Brow
ning used not only real dwarfs but a
family of "humans" whose deformities
are today confined only to medical
journals. Browning treats the "sm all"
people in a completely straightforward way and then le?s them win out
against the so-called normal humans.
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